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PROLOGUE. 


By Mr, Mountfort. 


HIS Day ue ſpew you the moſt bloody Rage 
That ever did Religious Fiends engage; 
A Reconcilement, with a Wedding: Feaſt, 

bile Murder was the Treat of ev'ry Gueſt : 

och well may prove, to Ages yet to come, 

ie Faith of France, the Charity of Rome. 

ance, by the moſt deteſted Perjury, 

av d its Subjects, who by Laws were free. 

| Sacrament can this great Hero bind, 

uths are wear Shackles for his mighty Mind, 

u worſe than Heathens does be perſecute : 5 


Prieſts want Senſe and Learning to diſpute; 
t weak Divines by ſtrong Dragoons confute : 
1 who-e'er doubts of any Prie/ily Maggot, 

' Heretick Dog muſt be convinc'd by Faggot. 

th Rome's Religion and French Government, 
oat Slave ſo abject as to be content? 

w, idle Malecontent, what is't you'd have? 
ud you be an Idolater or Slave? 

vat do you murmur for, becauſe you're free, 
u this bleſs'd Ile enjoys its Liberty? 

"us but the Narrow Seas, and you will find 
wry and Superſtition to your Mind. 

t with you all your Friends that grumble too, 
Land will happily be rid of You: 

n all as one with our Great Prince combin'd, 
big Allies by Sacred Union join'd, 

lt ſuch falſe bloody Tyrants ſtill oppoſe, 
none ſball dare to own the Name of Foes: 
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E P-þL;O G UH 
By Mr. Powel. 


H? W wiſe are they, that can with Patience bear, 
And juſt Reflections moderately hear, 
Unmov'd by Paſſion, as unſway'd by Fear ? 
| To them we dedicate this Play to Night, 
That having long been baniſpd from the Light, 
Huſo'd and impriſon'd thoſe, as in the Tow'r, 
Half preſi'd to Death by a diſpenſing Pow'r ; 
To take a lawful Trial for each Faf, 
1 juft come out by th Habeas Corpus Act. 
Rome's Friends, no doubt, ſuppord there might be ſhow 
Juſt ſuch an Entertainment of their own ; 
The Plot, the Proteſtants ; the Stage, the Ton. 
But no ſuch Fear our Hugonots a/arm's ; 
True Engliſh Hearts are always better arm'd. 
For if the Valiant, in a little Town, 
Batter'd and ſtarving, their brave Cauſe durſt own ; 
If Peaſants ſcorning Death, can guard our Malls, 
And the mild Prieſthood turn to'Generals, 
Britons and firm, and in ſport time you'll ſee, 
Tour own and neighb'ring Realms, ſerene and free, 
Clear'd from the choaking Fogs of Popery. 
No Maſſacres, nor Revolutions fear; 
Affairs are ſtrangely alter'd fince laſt Year, 
Infallibility himſelf does run, 
The Garden's weedsd, and the Moles are gone. 
Not Gold to Lawyers, ts the ambitious Power, 
Nor /u/ly Switzer to a /u/iful Whore ; 
To Gameſters Luck, to Beauty length of Days. 
Nor to 4 wriftkled wit herd Widow Pratle, 


EPILOGUE. 


give ſuch Joy, as to behold once more 

Engliſh Army on the Gallick Shore. 

ut this will be, the Poets propheſy; 

Poets all were Prophets formerly. 

inſpire em then, give ours to Night his due: 

bk; Tale is ſomewhat bloody, but "tis true. 

[Tragick Truth ſhown to an honeſt End, 

u can the Good or Wiſe of neither Set offend. 

ny and Stile, far as the reſt excel, 

our Deliv'rance Near, let not Tongue tell, 

ts the only curſt on whom no Manna fell. 

lad that they may by Czlar's Influence breatbe, 
mix a Laurel with his Oaken Wreath. 

ten ball bi; Glory flouriſb to the height, 

ten every Pen ſpall Panegyrick write. 

is, this evas he, who bleſt by ſacred Pot r, 

England its Religion did reflore, 

firm, that Rome cou'd never hurt it more. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
King Charles IX. | Mr. Mountfort. 
Duke of Gui/e. Mr. Williams. 
Cardinal of Lorain. Mr. Kynaſton. 
Duke of 47joz. Mr. Pruet. 
Alberto Gondi. | Mr. Harris. 
— 4:55 |; Mr. Botoex. 
Admiral of France. Mr. Better ton, 
Cavagnes, Mr. Freeman. 
Langoiran. Mr. Alexander. 
WOMEN, 
Queen Mother. Mrs. Betterton. 
Marguerite. * 0 Mrs. Barry. 
Queen of Navarre. ' Mrs. Knight. 


Antramont Wife to the Admiral. Mrs. Fordan. 


Genius. Mr. Bowman. 


SCENE P ARIS. 


THE 


THE 


ASsSACRE Of PAR IS 


1 


ACT ESCRLINYS:L 
Dale of Guiſe, Cardinal of Lorain, Margerite. . 


8 UST from your Arms, by this great 
Guardian rais d. | 
Call'd to the Council of a wary King 
on whom depends the Fortune of 
w Lorain, 
"I O, Marguerite, yet to drag at this, 


guiſh ; 
this be not to love thee, ſay what is, 
ſe then the rolling Torrent of thy Tears, 
nich when I ſtrive to climb the Hill of Honour, 
nes my Hold away, and drives me down 
heath Man's Scorn, into the Vale of Ruin. ; 
Mar, Hear, hear him, O you Powers! becauſe I love 
we my Life, — all Joys on Earth, (him 
lays I am his Ruin: To my Face, 
th a Court Metaphor, he vows he loaths me; 
tall Men hate their Ruin. Nay, 'tis true, 
ud your Falſhood; *tis the Trick of great ones, 
e Beaſts of Strength, to prey upon the weakeſt. 
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8 The Maſſacre of Paris. 


Guiſ. I ſwear ——— 

Mar. O do not, dear, ambitious Gui/ ; 
For Perjury ſo neceſſary ſeems 
To great Mens Oaths, thou muſt of <ourſe be damn'd: 
Yet as I am, thus plung'd in this Diſhonour, 
Like a fall'n Angel roll'd thro? all my Hells, 
I cannot hate thee, Gi; but fighing far, 
Far from the ſhining Clime where I was born, 
I beg theſe cruel Fates that hurbd me down 
To pity thee, and keep thee from my Ruin; 
For I'm ſo curs'd, I do not wiſh my Foe, 5 * 
Much leſs the Man I love above the World. ung 

Guif. As I love thee; and O be Witneſſes, 
My Brain and Soul, there's not an Artery 
That runs thro? all the Body of thy Gui/e, 
But beats where'er it paſſes, Marguerite. 
Yet this is nothing. Haite away, my Lord, 
Go tell the Ring and Council I am fick; 
For I'll to Bed again, or on a Couch 
Sit gazing in her beauteous Eyes all day, 
And let the Buſineſs of a grave World paſs. 
Mar. No more, my Lord; you ſhall, you hl! t 
I ſee 'tis neceflary : but I find ( (Counci 
My Soul preſages Miſchief, if not Murder, (pire 
For if you ſhould prove falſe, Crowns, Kingdoms, E 
Worlds ſhould not ſave poor Marguerite from the Gray 
Ah Guiſe, ah venerable Lorain, view me, | 
Behold me on the Earth; I ſwear I love 
As never Woman lov'd; I'm all a Brand; 
With, or without you, I am ne er at reſt : 
Farewel ; this Fever of my furious Paſſion 
Burns me to Madneſs, yet I ſay, farewel. 


7 


Guiſ. Farewel: Vet why fare wel, when ere the Ever 
I ſhall again ruſh to eternal Sweets, E 
This Boſom of the Spring. (Marguerite going a 


Mar. returning. What, no Endearments at ſo ſad 
Alas! perhaps I ne'er ſhall ſee you more. ( Parting 
You bow'd, you kiſs'd, but did not preſs my Hand. 
You ſhould, like me, have ſtagger'd when you left m 
And eat your Marguerite with your hungry Eyes: 
But you are cold and pall'd, a lukewarm Lover, 


Muſt to the Buſineſs of the curſed State, Whi 
ITY - 


The Maſſacre of Paris. 9. 
hich will not let you think of dying Marguerite, 
jo to her laſt Gaſp will remember you. 

t ſee, I rave again, my Fits return; 

t pity me, for oh! I burn, I burn, (Exit, 
Lor. I think I never heard ſo fierce a Paſſion: 

e's all Convulſion, and ſhe gazes on you. 

you would do on him that kill'd your Father, 

ſhat have you done, my Lord, to make her thus? 
Gui. Cauſes are endleſs for a Woman's Loving: 

haps ſhe has ſeen me break a Lance on horſeback ; 

„ as my Cuſtom is, all over arm'd, 

inge in the Seine or Loire; and where 'tis ſwiftelt 

by to my Point againſt the headlong Stream. 

s certain, were my Soul of that ſoft Make 

ich ſome believe, ſhe has Charms, my heav'nly Uncle, 
ond the Art and Wit of Cleopatra, 

ch was not ſhe ſtrech'd in her golden Barge, 
Marguerite was laſt Night in Bed, 

lo, as ſhe mourn'd at my unkind Delay, 

ng all the Chambers round with Black; her Bed, 

r Coverings, nay, her Sarſnet Sheets were black — 
lor. Fy, fys my Lord. | 

Guiſ. And, for the Weathel's Heat, 

re roll'd beneath the Beauties of her Breaſt, 

lich with a White, more pure than new fall'n Snow, 
tld ſure have tempted Hermits from their Orgies, 
nod and ſmile a little at the Wonder. 

lor. Come, come, my Lord, you anger me indeed,” 
it for the Sin, that's as the Conſcience makes it; 

ud rather you ſhould whore a thouſand Women, 

n love but one, tho? in a lawful way: 

w me thro' all Memorials of great Men, 

ept the Partner of the Roman Empire, 

ping Antonius, and the fam'd Decemvir, 

that e'er bow'd before this little Idol. | 
buif. Firſt know your Man, before your Application: 
ve, *tis true, but moſt for my Ambition; 

krefore I thought to marry Marguerite: 

toh! that Caſſiopeia in the Chair, 

t Regent Mother, and the Dog Anjou; 

is Conſtellations blaſt my Plots ere born. 

ting too frowns upon me: For Jaſt Night, 
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is The Maſſacre of Fark. 
Hearing a Ball was promiv'd by the Queen, 
I came to help the Show; when at the Door 
The King, who ſtood himſelf the Centry, ſtopp'd me, 
And ask'd me what I came for? I reply'd, 
| To ſerve his Majeſty : He fharp and ſhort, 
Retorted thus, he did not need my Service, 
Lor. 'Tis plain, you muſt refolve, my Lord to quit he 
For I am charg'd to tell you, ſhe's defign'd 
To be the Wife of Henry of Navarre : 
*Tis the main Beam in all that mighty Engine, 
Which now begins to move ſo dreadfully 
Againſt the Heads of the rebellious Faction. 
Guiſ. 1 have it, and methinks it looks like DA; 
I ſee the very Motion of his Beard, 
His opening Noſtrils, and his dropping Lids ; 
J hear him croak too, to the King and Queen, 
In 1 2 Bay, at Bayonne, 
Fiſh for the great Fiſh ; take no care for Frogs: 
Cut off the Poppy-heads ; lay the Winds faſt, 
And ftrait the Waves (the People) will be ſtill. 
Lor. Then will you leave her ? 
Gui/. Hurl her to the Sea, 
The Air, the Earth, or elemental Fire, 
So I may ſee Chaſti/lon in the Net. 
Oh that Whale, Admiral! might I but view him, 
After his thouſand Fetches, Plots, and Plunges, 
Stuck on thoſe ſcouring Shallows which await him: 
Furies, and Hell, and I, ſtand by to gall him; 
Were Marguerite all one World of Pleaſure, 
I'd ſell her, and my Soul, for ſuch Revenge. 
Lor. Speak lower. 
Guiſ- What, upon my Father's Death! 
O glorious Guiſe, be calm upon thy Murder! 
No, I will halloo my Revenge ſo loud, | 
That his great Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heav'n, 
In height of Honour: Oh, to fall ſo baſely, | 
When Orl/zaxte was block'd up, and Conqueſts crow! Like 
By damn'd Poltrot fo villainouſly ſlain, (he 
Poltrot, by Beza, and this curs'd Admiral, let 
Set on with hopes of infinite Rewards, 
Here and hereafter, ſo to blaſt thy Glory! 
O, I could pull my burſting Eye-balls forth, 


| Wor me, I wiſh that both mine may rot off, 


he 
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it that they may one day prove Baſiligks. 5 
that deteſted Head of all theſe Broils ; | : 
hen Tortures, Racks, and Death ſhall cloſe thy Wound, 
il him in Riots, Pride, and Luſt of Pleaſures, | 
ſhat I may add Damnation to the reſt, 

Ind foil his Soul and Body both together. 

Lor. Behold your Brother, and the Duke Delbeuf, 
I:rcour too comes; this Outrage will undo us. 

Gui. No, not at all; for 'tisin general Terms. 

my good Lord, what if the Admiral 

good here before you; ſhould he 'ſcape our Juſtice? 
ſee by each Man's laying of his Hand 

[pon his Sword, you vow the like Revenge: 


(you. 
Lor. No more; away, my Lord, the King calls fo 


Gui. I go. That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 
hat I may die, like the late puling King, 

Inder the Barber's Hands, Impoſthumes choke me, 
while alive ceaſe to chew his Ruin, 

o hang him in Efigy, nay, to tread, 

Irag, ſtamp, and grind him, after he is dead. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Cabinet Council. 
Table with Lights on it. A Chamber beyond it. 
Queen Mother, Anjou aſleep. 


9. M. O my Anjou, the Wheels of this new Ruin 
bo wrong for want of one that knows to drive; 

fle fits too light upon the whirling Throne, 

ind totters with the diſmal Proſpect down: 

loung Charles, a ſmart, ſuſpicious, doubtful Boy, 
but, Char/es, you muſt be rul'd in this dark Road, 
or with the Lightning of my fatal Power, 
Which never cracks and claps, I'll melt thee down, 
lor ever loſt amongſt the Maſs of things, 

That thou, the Darling of my doating Soul, 

The Prince of my eternal Thought, may'ſt mount 
like Nero, tho' at Agrippina's Ruin. 

but ſee the King with the new Court of Reg: 
let us withdraw, it may be worth our Hearing. 


Enter King, with Alberto Gondi. 


King. Alberto Gondi. 
Alb. Sir. King. 


2 
14 
AS. 


12 The Maſſacre of Pa 
King. I think thou lov'ſt me. 
Alb. More than my Life. 

Ling. That's much; yet I believe thee. 

My Mother has the Judgment of the World, 

And all things move by that; but, my Alberto, 

She has a cruel Wit: and, let me tell thee; 

Thus to deſtroy the Soldiers of the Kingdom, 

Famous as ever fought for Rome or Greece, 

Under a Shadow of a thouſand Oaths ; 

*Tis barbarous, Alberto, is it not? 

And ſeems to be unworthy of a King. 

Alb. The Provocation, Sir, 
King. I know it well. 

But if thou'dſt have my Heart within thy Hand, 

I ſwear, Conſpiracies of that foul Nature 

For ever blot. the Memory of Kings. 

What Honours, Intereſts, with the World to buy him, 

Shall make a brave Man ſmile and do a Murder ? 

Therefore I hate the Treachery of Brutus, 

TI mean the Latter, ſo cry'd up in Story; 

Whom none but Cowards and white-liver'd Knaves 

Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 

His Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father: 

This is the Blot the Ciceronian Stile 

Could ne'er wipe off, tho' the Miſtaken Man 

(Miſtaken in his Love, for Brutus ſcorn'd him) 

Makes bold to call thoſe Traitors Men Divine. 

Alb. Tully was wiſe, but wanted Conltancy. 
King. He did, Alberto. Hark, but one thing more 

For much I love thee, and would fain unburden 

My Soul of half her Cares on ſuch a Man, 

So good. | 
Alb. My ever dear and honour'd Maſter. 

King. No more of that. I'll tell thee then: Laſt night 

As I lay toſſing in afeveriſh Dream, 

I call'd for Drink; when ſtrait my Mother brought it; 

But as ſhe reach'd it to my trembling Lips, 

Methought her Eyes roll'd ghaſtly upon me, 

A Palſey ſnook her Hand; yet I refoly'd, 

Took off the Draught, when. ſtrait a. fainting ſeiz'd me 

My Eyes wept Blood, my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth 

Pour d forth whole Streauns, and all my Sweat was * 
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My Hair and Nails dropp'd off, as Autumn Leaves, 
When Tempeſts riſe, fall from the wither'd Trees. 
but, oh, the Fancy ſeems ſo much unnatural, 

[Il think no more on't ; yet I thought to tell thee, 
tecauſe ſhe is a Woman, whom no Art 

Nor Wiſdom of the World will ever fathom. 

Alb. O my gracious Lord, 

ſudge not the Queen by Dreams, and vain Chimæra's: 
kemember, Sir, how often in your Nonage 

She manag'd with her Wit the Weight of Empire, 
Contending with th' Effects of blind Religion, 

The Contumacy of rebellious Subjects, 

The deep Diſſimulation of the Court, 

The want of Treaſure, baffling with her Prudence, 
The utmoſt Strength Amvition rais'd to gain her. 

King. O Count of Rhetz, thou lead'ſt me thro' the 

| Garden. | 
Of every Grace, but dar' not point her Weeds: 
ſhe not of a moſt deceitful Soul ; 
terfidious, even to violating Vows? - 
ſhe not greedy too of human Blood ? 

Wit ſo waſteful in deſtroying Lives, 
That ſhe will turn a City to a Wild? 

9. M. Good morrow, Sir, 'tis juſt the time you or- 
[think the ſecond Watch ; and we are met {der'd, 
To wait on your Decrees. | 
King. O Mother, Mother, 

Jou have embark'd me in a Sea of Blood; 
And ſure ſo damnable an Enterpriſe 
Was never form'd by Man. 

9. M. If, Sir, you fear it, 

Why give it o'er, and let the Admiral reign, 

Gall in the Hugonots, drive out your Friends, 
banifh your Blood, and the eftabliſh'd Peers, 
forget the long Succeſſion of your Fathers, 

The Throne of Kings; forget the Laws, Religion, 
Cut off the noble Spirits from your Council, 

And from the Dregs of this Heretical Faction 
Compoſe a Baſtard Cabinet Election; 


ht 


de, let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to ſway, | 
1 Wiſhey read your Acts, and with their hardned Thumbs 
d he them out, or with their ſtinking Breath 

ly Pro- 
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Proclaim aloud they like not this or that; 
Then in a Drove come lowing to the Lervre, 
And ſay, they'll have it mended, that they will, 
Or you ſhall be no King. a 
King. Tis true, the People 
Ne er know a Mean, when once they get the Power. 
2. M. Did you not late diſpatch by Lodowick 
Thus to the Admiral, with Vows of Honour, 
That young Navarre ſhould ſtraight eſpouſe your Siſter, 
So to root up all Seeds of leaſt Suſpicion ; Ol 
And that thoſe Nuptials ſhould be ſolemniz'd 


At Paris, to be bound with deepeſt Qaths ? 8 
King. Yet, Madam, I muſt fear; for, ſhould it fail, Do 
We ſhould be leſs than our worſt Foes could wiſh us, Ih 
The Poultron Court, the Scorn, the Laughing- ſtock * 
Of all the Chriſtian and the Barbarous World. W. 
9. M. No, Sir, you cannot fear the ſure Deſign, He 
But you're in fear of thoſe that are about you ; k 
You fear ev'n me: But I have liv'd too long, ß 
Since my own Bowels, nay, my very Heart-ſtring, * 
(For ſo I always lov'd and priz'd my Children) Ira 
Dare not confide in her that gave em Being. Lil 
King. Stay, Madam, ſtay, come back, forgive my Fears, Me 
Forgive my ſifting Soul her narrow Searches, 00 
Where all our Thoughts ſhould creep like deepeſt Stream: Wy, 
For know: I hate the haughty Admiral, A. 


And all his curſt Accomplices, to Death. 
A. M. What brings the Cardinal of Lorain from Rome“ 
King. That the new Pope is fully fatisfy'd ; 

I ſent the Legate too that Diamond Ring, 

With this cloſe Motto writ within the Gold : 

By this my ſolid Zeal I own, 
And Blood can never melt it down. 

Anj. A murd'ring Sentence for the Hugonots. 

King. And which fo clear'd the Matter, that the Pope 
Order'd a Diſpenſation for the Marriage. 

9. M. Behold the Duke of Guiſe and Cardinal: 
'Twere fit you ſend his Eminence to Rochel, 
T'acquaint the Admiral of a War with Spain, Ad 
And that the Plot we form'd for the Low Countries 
Againſt the Catholick King, ſhould ſtraight be acted. Bu 


King Th 
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King. Oh Mother, oh, what's this that rends m Here; 
That rides my Nights, and clouds my Days with Horror? 
[s it not Conſcience ?which ſometimes appears 
like a She-Wolf in Fane of 4/bert's Shape, 
And drags me on the Floor: Now in the Form 
Of that old Lion Admiral, it comes, 
And grins, and roars, juſt gaping to devour me. | 
2. M. Why, let him, when his Throat is cut we'll 
truſt him : 
Clear up your furrow'd Bro. Believe me, Sir, 
You'll fee him ſhortly where you need not fear him; 
For, ſhould he ſtay behind the*Queen and Princeſs, 
Doubting the Marriage, fill'd with boding Fears, 
The War with Spain will ſo bewitch his Glory, 
And lull his proud Ambition, that ſhould Fate, 
Which awes'him now, leap up more terrible, 
He'll follow with a ſpeed ſhall make him foremoſt, 
And ſcorn a Grave. 
King. Q'tis a dreadful e | * 
Yet when his Brains are daſh'd, I ſhall be till, 1 
The Morning riſes, yet I cannot reſt; 7 2 
Like thoſe eternal Lamps that wink above: | 
Methinks, O Mother, I could watch for ever, 
Once more let me conjure you, -all be huſh'd, 
Be ſecret on this horrid Conſultation, 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab. 
Guiſ. Therefore let's lie like Furies on the Watch, 
As if it were an Ambuſh for the World. 
King. With Claws lock'd in, like Lions, couch to tear 
Our Mother, thou ſo fierce upon the Slaughter, 
Direct thy Brood; and we will not ſtir nor breathe : 
But when thou giv'ſt the Word, then ſtart away, 
Ruſh from the Shade, and make em all our Prey, 


[Exeunt. 
&CT.IHK.SEENSTEL 


Enter Admiral, Cavagnes, and Langoiran. 


Aam. OUR Reaſons are to all appearance fair, 
Y Like Eden's Fruit, the Tempter hangs 'em forth, 
But there's a Canker-Queen within the Core, 
That eats Co/ignie's firmeſt Hopes away. 15 
; S 
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Like Paradice, ſhe paves my ſpacious Walke: 
But oh! Cavagnes and Langoiran, look, 
Do you not find her lurking in the Flowers ? 
With ſoft indented Glides behold ſhe comes; 
I ſee the forked Tongue betwixt her Teeth, 
Hiſſing us from the Stage of Life and Honour. 
O, ſhe's a Serpent equal to the firſt, 
And has the Will to damn another World: 
Therefore I'm poſitive, till I'm convinc'd 
The King forgets her Counſel, III not ſtir; 
T'll not to Court. | 
Cav. Thus far I can make good, 
She is belov'd thro' all the Courts of Europe, 
A moft tranfcendant Wit, and abſolute Woman. 
Adm. That is, an abſolute Murd'rer and Diſſembler; 
Who's that proceeds on ſuch black Principles, 
That thinks there is no God above Ambition, 
But may accompliſh all that he intends? _ 
Where's then the Art, the Reach, the Policy 
Of this tranſcendant and moſt abſolute Woman! 
Is it not eaſy to aſſaſſinate, ; 
To lye, and ſwear you love the Man you hate, 
Train him into the Dark, and Murder him ? 
T urge again, unleſs the King reſolve, 
To rule alone, I will not come to Court. 
Lang. Cavagnes is a Maſter in Court Secrets ; 
For me, I ruin'd the Buſineſs of the War, 
Adam. Perſuade me while the Queen is at his Ear, 
That if he were made up of Worlds of Mercy, 
He ever would forgive me. Pray look back 
Into the former times, and ſee who ſow'd 
Theſe glowing Grains which ſhot up to a War, 
Who blew the Coals of Calvin's kindled Doctrine, 
And earth'd the little Sect at Hugo's Gate; 
Was it not I that form'd 'em to a Body ? 


Lang. Stick to yourſelf, Sir, follow your own Methods. 
Aan. Who therefore, while the Pangs of Rage were 
Proclaim'd me in all Languages a Traitor, (on her, 


Dragg'd my Effigies thro* the Streets of Paris, 
ung up my Statue on the common Gallows, 

det, by Court Officers, my Goods to Sale, 

My Houſes raz'd, or burnt em to the Ground. 


Sk Cas. 
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Cav. I muſt confeſs that Start of open Vengeance, 
Not common to the Nature of the n | 
Adm. And why all this, not for a private Grudge ? 
[judg'd *twas time to view the ghaſtly Flaws 
Of that Religion that would rend the World; 
That ſticks not at the Slaughter of whole States, 
flowing up Senates, nor at murd'ring Kings : * 
Driven with this Thought, I puſh'd the War yet farther ; 
And, tho' we loſt the Fight at Moncontouwr, © | 
let ſpeak, Cavagnes, did I fail in ought ? 
Cav. I was not there. | 
Adm. Then give leave to ſay, 
| fought my ſelf the Proteſtant Cauſe alone, 
When, at the Head of our remaining Horſe, 
[met the elder Rhinegrave Hand to Hand, 
Shot him i'th* Face, and left him on the Ground: 
Then ſeeing all our Army quite defeated, 
My Jaw-bone ſhatter'd, and my Voice quite ſpent, 
[ fled with hopes toriſe more terrible; 
ks it ſucceeded, to th* Aſtoniſument 
Of all the Chriſtian World. 


Enter Colombier, with « Paper in his Hand. 


Cot. My Lord, the Cardinal of Lorain's arriv'd, 
To ſwear and fign the Articles of Peace ? 
The Queen at/preſent holds him in Diſcourſe : 
\ſean time commends this Paper to your view, 
dent to her Majeſty from the King of France. 
Adm. reads. Madam, as you demanded, you have Power 
er all the County ſuddenly of Armagnac. Tell the great 
Almiral I feek his Friendſhip. Ak of Lorain the reſt, 
tho knows my Heart. | 


terhaps, my Friend, it may be thus indeed, 

That, quite tir'd out with infinite Diſtractions, 

He may at laſt reſolve to rule alone, B 
Come from his Pageſhip, and put off the Mother; 
Not loſe his Vouth, the Pleaſure of his Bloom, 
Among grey Senators, and with'ring Councils: 

lf it were 15 But hold, there's ſomething here 
forbids that Thought; it riſes like a Vapour, 

a ſtrange Miſgiving, ſuch as Women ſwoon at, 

ind Men themſelves may fear. But ſee, the Queen. 
Enter 
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Enter the Queen of Navarre, Prince of Navarre, and iſ ti 


Prince of Conde. Ad 

9. Nav. I come, Sir, to foreſtal the Cardinal, hea 
Who from the King offers theſe Terms of Peace: 
He adds to what Count Lodowick brought before, rom 
His Mother's Policy ſhall ſway no longer; 
That he'll ſubmit his Genius to your Conduct, | 
Confirms your being Captain General bla 
In that moft glorious Enterprize on Spain, 1 
Allows you fifty for your Perſon's Guard; Id 2 


Therefore for ſealing this eternal Bond, 
And for the former weighty Conſultations, 
He begs you inſtantly to come to Court. 
Adm. What has your Majeſty reſolv'd to do? 
©. Nav. To go with both the Princes ſtrait to Pari, 
And ſee the Nuptials of my young Navarre, 11 
I know not what your Lordſhip does intend : 
But I have ſent already to the King . or | 
My Anſwer by Byron, and will attend him. Vich 


Adm. Then 'tis too late 9905 of. gaing back ; Vith 
You have launch'd me now indeed, and I muſt plunge Nui 
In this Abyſs, tho' it be deep as Hell ith 

No, Madam, ſpite of all the Augurs here, 
Since you are thus reſolv'd, I'll go the foremoſt. pat 
Tas for your ſake, and in the Prince's Cauſe, At 


For Liberty of Conſcience and Religion. 
That I thus long did propagate the War ; 
And ſhall | now not follow where you lead me? ien 


„ Lan. Why ſhould you, if it goes againſt your Mind? Wor | 


Adm. Peace, Peace, Langoiran ; ſince the Man's pro- a ſ 
I mean, the Reſolution of the Queen, | (duc'ch on 
My Fate cries out, we muſt, we muſt away: 
Therefore, my Friend, go gather my Dependants, 
Bid 'em prepare for Paris. Tell my Wife, 
My deareſt Martia, we muſt bid farewel : 
Tell her I'm forc'd to ſwim againſt the Stream; 
Say, that her Cato's bound for Utzica, 3 | 
From whence perhaps he never ſhall return. ta 
Enter Cardinal of Lorain. | | 
Lor. Conqueſt, Proſperity, and ſmooth Succeſs 
Be ever ſtrow'd before our General's Feet. 


Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you, with Commiſſion 5 
0 
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þ turn the Torrent of your Arms on Spain.' 
Ain. My Lord, I glory in the great Employ. En 
hear beſide, the King will rule alone 
xr, Sir, whate'er the Wit of Women be, E va 0 
om War and Councils let em be remov- “. 
y again, with my old Bluntneſs, Sir, R EA 
ſo have a Female Finger in the State, 1700 
blaſting to the Prince's Memory. RS. 
t him be but ſincere, and leave the Mother, 
d as IJ am, I will put on my Arms, . 
Ind with this Hand, not wither'd yet in War, 1-8 
ear to th' E/carial his Imperial Standard. ;=4 526 We 
Lor. My Lord, for the fincerity of the King, 16% 
ſhat he intends his Dear and Great Cha/tillon, 12 DHA 
ke very words that did expreſs his Love) 1 f 
| Honours, Titles, Greatneſs, all Advancement, N 
zy, to the curbing of his Mother's Will, 
er the performance of each Article, * 
ſithout a pious Catch, or Trick of States 
Vithout the ſmalleſt. mental Reſervatiol, 
guivocation, or the leaſt Referve; 


in 


the King's Name, as I am Prieſt profeſs'd, 3 7 
; I am ſent from Heav'n to teach Salvation 
pawn the Truth of my, immortal Soul. A. 


Adm. He then, to whom our Hearts are free and on; 

e judge betwixt his Majeſty and me. 1 
Lor: O Sir, O Madam, oh, you make me Reps: 
iewing by this the frailty of the World; | 
or if the Mind of Man be ſo ſuſpicious 
n ſuch clear Demonſtration of Affection, 
ow can you e*er*believe the Love Divine? 

9. Nav. My Lord,you may return with our Obedience, | 
nd tell the King, the Admiral, the Princes, 

y ſelf and all his humble faithful Subjects, 

Vill haſte to throw our Bodies at his Feet. 

4im. My Lord, farewel; IL muſt not doubt your Onths/ 
ut with implicit Faith believe the por of 

t whoſe Tribunal L muſt ſhortly kneel, 
or Pardon and Forgiveneſs. (Fei, . 

Admiral returns with Cavagnes. 

Aan. Hirk, my Cavagnes, write to Count kee, 
de * 4. call, as to haſte, 


4 
0 
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And ſuddenly to make ſurprize of Mons. © 
Cav. My Lord 
Adam. Mey, write I lay ; In have it done, | 
On my Parijan Entrance, I'm reſolv'd | 
To ſee into the Heart of this young Charles, 
And force him thus upon a War with Spain; 
For tho' this Cardinal ſwear, and damn his Soul 
As deep as Heav'n is high, yet if his Bowels 
Be like the reſt of that Blood-colour'd Robe, | 
And laughs at Ghoſts, where's then the Admiral? 
Caught by this perjur'd jugling Man of God! * 
What for the Cabinet Murderers to play with, 
To toſs Choftillon's Fate from one to t'other, 
And grin my Life and Honour from the World! 
But now for Paris: Call Colombier, | | 
The Count / Rocbforault, Marquis 4e Nebel. 
Piles, Pluviah, Pardillan, and Lavardine, 
Bandine, and all my Gallants of the War: 
For Paris bid em haſte. | 
Eater Antramont, rwith Langoiran. 
Ant. Stay, ſtay, my Lord; - 
IT charge you ſtay, for Martia does arreſt you, 
And ſays, you ſhall not go to Utica: - 
Martia reſolves to hinder this Self. murder. 
Adm. Self- Murder, Martia ! 
Ant. Ves; you turn the Sword 
Upon your ſelf, which Charles and that falſe Queen; 
Brandiſh againſt you, going thus to Court 
Againſt your Will; for ſo you ſent me word. 
Is not this running it in your own Bowels ? 
Is it not, Cato? but you ſhall not leave me: 
You're now betroth'd ; and in this ſad Condition, 
Thus fraught with your clear Image, like a Bark 
Too richly laden, with an over Ballaſt, 
Leave me not Gaſpar, to a Flood of Tears, 
A Sea of Paſſion, and a Storm of Sorrow. 
Adm. Beg me not, Martia; tis impoſſible 
To ſtay me now, my Honour is engag's, 
My Ward is paſt. . 
Ant. Yet ſtay, Sir, ſtay ſo long, 
So long at. leaſt, as may preſerve your Likeneſs; 
For if I yield you now to thoſe Court-Murd'rers, 
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My boding Fears will blaſt it ere 'tis born; 

For as ſure C/ar's Butch'ry was perform'd 

At Rome, your Murder is contriv'd at Paris : 
Calphurnia's bloody Dream, and Scent of Slaughter 
Are nothing, Sir, to my Prophetick Spirit; 

Which not by Viſions, Fantoms of the Night, 

But by Day Arguments, and certain Reaſon, 

Will give ſuch Evidence for your Undoing, | 
As you, your ſelf being Judge, ſhall ſay are true. 

Adm. O, Antramont, away ; why doſt thou thus 
Unman me with thy Tears? Tho' certain Death, 
With all the dagger'd Council, ſtood to wait me, 
Ev'n in my View, I ſwear I would among em. 

Ant. 'Then you are caught indeed ; they hate you, Sir : 
Your Wife, with this poor Innocent unborn, 

With all your other Orphans, are undone: 

The Glory of the Earth is laid along. 

[ ſee the Vine that ſpreads his Arms to Heav'n, 
With all his Cluſters rotting on the Ground, 
Blaſted with Lightning from a clouded Council, 
By her that is the Juno of your Fate, 

That murd'ring Sorcereſs, that dry Hag of Florence, 
That Midnight Hecate of ten thouſand Forms, 
That varies with all Shapes, that tries all Spirits, 
Selling her Soul to each, and all together, 

To make your Fate inevitably ſure. 

Adm. Give me your Hand, and take this farewel Kiſs ; 
If thou would'ſt have me think thou lov'ſ old Ga/par, 
Reply nd more, but leave me and be dumb. 

dnt. I'm all Obedience ; let me ſpeak but once, 
And whiſper't in your Ear: By all my hopes, 

Of Earth and Heav'n, you ſhall not die alone; 

PIl gather all the Branches of your Body, 

The little Arms, the Sprouts of him that was : 

Yes, with that precious Fardel, bound together 

By Cords of Hair, cemented with my Tears, 

And wreath'd about till Death with my Embraces, 

In follow you to Court: I will, my Lord; / 

And fince you'll have it ſo, we'll burn together. [ Exit. 
Enter Commanders. | 

Adm. O, my brave Friends ! my dear /a Rathfacault; 
Your Hand; and yours, my rough Colombiere ; 


My 
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My Gallant Pier; and thine, my plain Langeiran; for, 
But ſay how ſtand you to this Expedition, Anc 
This new Exploit, this dang'rous Court Adventure ? To 
Lang. My Lord, Tl anſwer for''em, there's not one MI. * 


But has reſolv'd to follow ; tho* they had rather You 
Run the moſt violent Shock of glorious War, To 
Than ſtand one complemental Death at Court. for, 
Adm. Then our Opinions jump. But to the Purpoſe Why 
Since tis reſoly'd that we muſt go to Paris, Wh! 
Becauſe you're Strangers to the King and Queen, for, 
TI would inſtru you in the Royal Tempers. vie 
Draw the Queen Mother's Face in Miniature, 
For there the Watch and Ward of all our Caution 4 
' Muſt lie, if poſſible to wave the Ruin. [membe 19 
Lang. Fore-warn'd, fore- arm'd; fear not, we ſhall te 1 
Adm. Imagine then the King, like Adam laid * 
Among the Sweets of Paradiſe to reſt, * 
While to his liſt' ning Soul this ſecond Eve, | 1 
Full of the Devil, and defign'd to damn us, Io 
Thus breathes her Counſels fatal to the World : 7 
Whatever Paths you trod before your Reign, 7 
"Tis Blood and Terror muſt your Throne maintain : 's 


Scorn then thy Slaves; nor to thy Vaſſals bow; Th 
Fix the Gold Circle to thy bended Brow, . 
By Murders, Maſſacres; no matter how. 

For Conſcience, and Heav'n's Fear, Religion's Rules, 
They're all State-Bells, to toll in pious Fools. [Fut 


ACT Ul. 8 CEN. E. I. Why 
Enter Queen Mother, and Marguerite. (tl 


Mar. I S Guiſe then falſe ? or do you try me, Madam, We. 
And ſearch my Heart, to know how much M' © 

love hm ? ; | 0 8 

If it be ſo, I will reſolve you quickly ; as 
I'll fwear to you by Heav'n, by all things Sacred, wy 
By all that's great and lovely upon Earth, 5 
By him, by Guiſe, by all the bleſſed Moments hi 
Of that dear Life,-which ſingle I prefer Hes 
To Millions of my own, I love him more N 


Than you love Glory, Vengeance, and Ambition. 
2. M. Then thou art loſt, a Wretch, an out- caſt Foo ir} 
Not worthy of my Care, nor worth myſeeking ; 
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for, by my beſt Defires, I know he ſcorns thee, | 
ind to my certain Knowledge, is betroth'd 

To Catharine Cleve the Prince of Porcien's Widow. 

Mar. Tis falſe ; he's not, he ſhall not, nor he cannot: 

You hate me, Madam, and you forge this Matter, 
To make me die, to kill your Marguerite ; 
for, if you did reſpe& me as your Blood, 
by ſhould you tear my Heart in thouſand pieces ? 
Why ſhould you make me rave with Jealouſy ? 
for, oh, I love beyond all former Paſſion : 
die for him ! that's too little; I could burn 
fiece-meal away, or bleed to Death by Drops, 
be flay'd alive, then broke upon the Wheel, 
e bet with a Smile endure it all for Gui/e : 
ind when let looſe from Torments, all one Wound, 
Run with my mangled Arms, and cruſh him dead. 
9. M. Farewel ; thou'rt mad indeed: I'l! find the King, 
And ſend him to convince you of the Truth. 
Mar. The Truth ! O Heav'n, nay, ſtay, and Ill believe 
but is he falſe ? is't poſſible in Nature? (you. 
b Gui/e then, like his kindred Savages, 
True Man, an upright, bold, and hearty Villain ? 
9. M. I tell thee, as I love thy Life and Honour, 
Tho*-much I fear the latter is paſt hope, 
Their Marriage will be folemniz'd to-morrow ; 
The Cardinal of Lerain muſt join their Hands. 

Mar. What, he that keeps the Tye, the ſacred Con- 
Ill warrant too he'll be a Witneſs for him. tract! 
Why then for ever throw off Modeſty, 
thus Religion eheat us; let us haſte, 

n, With Meſalina, to the common Stews, 
ch Where Bawds are honeſter than Roman Church- men. 
92. M. Think no more on't, but with a gen'rous Fury 
Reſolv'd to caſt him from your Soul for ever. 
'repare your ſelf for what the King commands, 

ithout delay, to wed the young Navarre. 

Mar. To wed my Tomb, to dwell in Duſt below, 

here we ſhall ſee no more deceitful Men, | 
Hear no more Flatt'ry, nor no damning Vows ; 
Where I ſhall never ſtart from my cold Bed, 

or walk with folded Arms about the Room, 
th Eyes, like Rivers, ever runnin gdown; 

| „While 


— 
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While with my over-watching, I miſtake 

The ruſtling Wind, and every little Noiſe 

For Guiſe's coming; which not finding true, 

I weep again, till all my Face is drown'd; 

And groan, as if there were no end of Sorrow. 
2. M. Then I mvſt find ſome other Inſtruments, Al 

That have the Power to rule you: So farewel, [Exi/ W 
Mar. Stay, Madam, ſtay. She's gone, and leaves me 


To do a milchief to my Life. Falſe Gui/e! (here F 8 
Perfidious Guiſe! but I will find thee out, No 
And reck the Miſeries of my Soul upon thee ; mm 
Nay, I'Il alarm the Prieft that makes thee wicked; 
Prieſts, that like Devils laugh at human Pains, - © 
And Souls ne'er reckon, ſo they count their Gains. ¶ Exit * 
SCENE II. 4 Palace. = 

Enter Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal of Lorain. but 

Of 

Gui/. But are you ſure he'll come? Hez 
Lor. Moſt certain, Sir. Yet 


Gui/. Why then, I will not eat till I behold him. Reo 
O, I could pine my ſelf into a Ghoſt, 
So I at laſt might thruſt my hungry Sword 
In the curs'd Carcaſe of this Admiral, "We 
And glut my greedy Vengeance with his Heart. and 
Lor. The Queen too of Navarre, th Heretick Prince Dr 
Gentlemen and Commanders, Knights, Barons, Counts 7/ 


With all the Combination of the Rebels, G 
Come to the Wedding of young Bearnois. N 

Guiſ. Why, what an Oglio will the Devil have? 2 
A Feaſt for Hell, to cram it to the Mouth, ver 
A Maſſacre of Souls: Methinks I ſee M 
The glutton Death gorg'd with devouring Lives, G1 
And ſtretching o'er the City his ſwoln bulk, M 
As he would vomit up the Dead. it le 

Lor. My Lord, bo g 


How brooks your Heart the Marriage of Navarre ? 
Bui/. Why, faith, Sir, as we mult Neceſſit) 

The King reſolves it ; urging to my Face, 

The Man that dar'd to contradict his Pleaſure 

Should make that oppoſition with his Ruin: 

On this I turn'd my Court to Percien's Widow. 
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4; conſcious of the cruel Change he made. 0 

Jake then the Proſpect of a Summer's Morn, 

The gaudy Heav'n all ſtreak'd with dappled Fires, 

And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a riſing Bride, 

With Sweets fo pour'd from ſuch a laviſh Spring, 

'W That it muſt beggar all the Years to come: 

From this bright View, from Marguerzte's Form, 

Now turn thy Eye upon the yellow Autumn, 

On Porcien's Wiſe, the Widow of the Seaſons. 
Lor. You ſpeak, methinks, as if you lov'd the Princeſ-. 
Gur. Howe'er I bragg'd before, 14 conſeſs it; 

Spice of my Glory, ſpite of my Ambition, 

And all the vow'd Reſolves of my Revenge, 

Had ſhe not poorly yielded to the Marriage, 

| would have wan my Widow to the Common 

But I am fatisfy'd, *tis now the Talk 

Of the whole Court, how ſhe in ſecret likes it; 

Hears too, no doubt, of my Deſign on Cleve, 

Yer (Curſes on that changeable Stuff, her Soul) 

Reoards it not, But ſee, ſhe comes: a Tempeſt 


Enter Marguerite. 


RuMes her Face! The Mother taught this Cunning ; | 
And ſhe has catch'd the Plague of that Diſſembler 
o right, methinks I ſee the Tokens on her. 
Mar, Look in my Face, 
Gui. I do. 
Mar, Nay, in my Eyes, 
Gui, I view em as I would the ſetting Sun, 
Vere I to die at Midnight. 
Mar, Come, you dare not. 
Gui, What, 7s not die? 
Mar, Thou dar!ſt not one, nor t'other : | 
it leaſt thou ſhouldſt not, for thou art ſo wicked, 
o gone in Sin, Damnation muſt attend thee. 
Gur, Why, then the Devil is ſure of one great Man. 
Mar. Of one! of all: at Court he's no Retailer, 
but deals in grols and takes you by the Lufnp ; 
b Country-Fields he's forc'd to fit all Day, 
th Patience, angling down the guiltleſs Stream, 
et rarely catches one for all his Labour: ST 
it when he comes to Con, the Sea of Pleatures, 
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He throws his Drag-Net in from ſide to fide, 
Where none of all the Fry eſcape Perdition : 
There may you ſee Whales — in the Marſh, 

Drunk 


Diſgorging Streams, like rds on the Ground; 
The Sword-fiſh, like the Soldier, faſt in hold; 


The flound'ring Prieſt, Ike Sharks, that gape for prey 


Fat Porpoiſe Bauds, the Mermaids too of 
The Minim Pages, all the twinkling Hoſt 
So 11d, the Share of Hell muſt crack to hold you. 
Gur. No, thete's another Cauſe for this fine Satire, 
Too well digeſted for a fudden Thought, 
An Argument at hothe, there in your Heart, 
The? you have learnt Diſcretion thus to turn it. 
Mar. O Heav'ns! What means he? 
Gui. D'ye ſeem amaz'd ? 
I ſay again, however you upbraid me, 
You bear the Guilt, who bring the Accuſation; 
Yes, Marguerite, thou haſt plaid me foul. 
Nay, do not ſtart, nor gaze, nor make falſe Steps: 
Come, Princeſs, theſe are Tricks too ſtale for Guiſc ; 
Shew em your little Creatures, bid your Mother 
Fetch ſomething quainter from the Schools of Florence, 
Where ſhe has learnt the Art of Honeſt-dealing, 
Mar. O, all ye Pow'rs of Heav'n, of Earth and Hell 
Where would he, whither, and when will he end? 
Gui. Madam, I've done already; but left you ſhoul 
Forget Coherence thro your World of Paſſion, 
I tell you, you are falſe: your Vows, your Tears, 
Your Languiſhings, your very height of Pleaſures, 
Your graſping Joys are falſe: for even then 
When you cry out, There can be nothing farther, 
By all your Perjuries you wiſn em more. 
Mar. Furies and Devils! ſhall he bear it thus! 
What with his Lip! his Eye! his ev'ry Scorn, 
Walk thus before me, and defy me thus! 
Ah Gurſe ! diſloyal, faithleſs, perjur'd Wretch 
Thou art more datnn'd chan any Fiend in Hell: 
Impoſtor! 92 
vi, Woman. 
Mar. Traitor. 
GA Woman. 
Mar. Villain. 
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Gai. Woman ſtill. | 
Mar. Hark Gaiſe, hear, Monſter, hear and mark me, 
While to thy conſcious Soul I found the Name 
Of Porcien. | N 
Gur. Of Navarre. 
Mar. Porcien, I ſwear. 
Gui. Navarre, Navarre. | 
Mar. Thou ly'ſt, thou ly'ſt. Porcien, the Widow 
O, I could cut my Face! What, for a Widow! { Porcien. 
Leave me, for Porcien! O thou dull, dull Guiſe, 
Wilt thou fit down to the Refuſe of Meals! 
A Widow ; what, the Monument of Man! 
The Tomb, Grave- Vault, the very Damp of Nature! 
For this I hate thee more than e'er I lov'd thee ; 
And from my Preſence baniſh thee for ever. 
Gui. No, I will baniſh this deteſted Gur/e 
My ſelf ; you ſhall not buy him to your Preſence : 
For know, I hate more perfectly than you. 
Yours is 4 guſt, a Puff of Woman's Fury; 
But mine a manly, conſtant, ſettled Hate, 
Which, ever ſince you made your better choice 
Of young Navarre, took root within my Heart. 
Mar. *Tis falſe, tis falſe, a Treaſon tetch'd from Hell 
But where? ſpeak out; where was this Lye invented? 
Gui. Thus then in ſhort, and fo farewel for ever: 
The King and Queen, with all Particulars, 
Avow'd it to me; and, in general, 
The Court. You may perceive the Choice 
| made of Cleve, was. more to be reveng'd, 
Than want of Conſtancy : But yours was weigh'd ; 
Navarre has Youth, and may be King of France, 
Ticking Variety for Love and Glory, 
for the falſe Appetite of luxurious Woman, 
Woman, damn'd Woman! But I waſte breath to name her. 
My Lord Lorazn, I charge you by your Friendſhip, 
Give me the Contract. 
Mar. Hold, my Lord= For what? 
Gui. That I may tear it to as many pieces 
fs ſhe has done her Vows. What Faith in Women! 
The very Fragments of the whole Creation, 
Whoſe ſever'd Souls, like TCO Mirrors, 
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Refle@ the Face of all Mankind at once; 
Who with their weeping Smiles, and laughing Tears, 1 
Were they allow'd a Heav'n, as ſure they are not, + 
Would tempt the Angels to a ſecond Fall. 4 
But I grow wild; give me the Contract, Sir: 
Nay, Madam, off; I ſwear you muſt unhand me. 
ar. Iwill not. O my Heart! Ah Guiſe, Guiſe, Gui/ 

Tou have got the Conqueſt, and you ſhall maintain it, 

Thoy at th' expence of Marguerite's Death. 

*Tis true, my Mother mention'd ſuch a Marriage ; 

But if I did not loath it, ſcorn, deteſt it, 

O, if this be not true as thou art falſe, 

(Forgive me, for I meant to ſay unkind ) 

Baniſh poor Marguerite from thoſe Eyes 

That feed her Life; let me no more approach you; 

But take, O take this Ponyard from my Hand, 

And ſtick it in my Heart, that Heart that loves you, 

That when 'tis injur'd dares not ſtand before you, 

But owns you for the Tyrant of my Days. 

Gui. No, Marguerite, no; | 
You've found the way to temper me indeed. 7 
Nay, turn it upon me, who am a Traitor, 
Becauſe I dar'd to counterſeit a Falſhood 
Againſt ſuch perfect Love, to leem t'affect 


The hated Porcien. F 
Mar. Did you then diſſemble? ole 

Did you not love her in your Heart indeed ? id | 
Gut. I ſwear by Heav'n. = 
Mar. O let me then embrace you: 1BWͤ nd : 

Yet cloſer. O that I could get within you 
Gur, My Lite! Is ft: 


Mar. My Soul! 
Gui. My Heart! | | 
Car. My Lord, the Duke of Anjou moves this way. Mack 
Gur. Farewel. And till I hear that thou art marry'd, Ne ha. 


The Heart of Guiſe is riveted to thine ; [hat x 
W hich all the Hammers in thy Mother's Brain my 
Shall never looſe. ll do 
Mar. They may compel my Body ; Car, 
But till I hear thee fay thy felt, thou'rt falſe, There 
Veath ſhall not force my Soul to wed Navarre. nd la 


[Exit Margueri! 
En 
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Enter Anjou and Ligneroles. 
Gui. 1'11 ſtand the ſhock of this imperious Duke, 
ſhis Anjou, that has got a Name in War, 
know not how, becauſe his Horſe was ſhot 
t Moncontoar : You ſee, by what enſu'd, 
Nature deſign'd him for a Reveller. 
Anj. O Ligneroles, thou Partner of my Soul, 
ſecret ; for if once the King ſhould know 
hat T have told thee thro? exceſs of Love, 
ſhe World could not redeem thee from the Grave, 
2! Gurſe! But ſoſt, my Soul. My Lord Lorarn, 
is faid the Admiral, and Hagonot Princes, 
Ire ſcarce a League from Paris. 
Car. Yes, my Lord, 
hear ſo too. I he Duke of Guiſe wes going. 
Arg. 1 hope he will not move for fear of me. 
Gui. You'reright, my Lord; nor will not ſtay for Love. 
Axj. What nota Woman's Love! Love of a Princeſs? 
Gui. No, nor a Boy's; your Siſter may do much. 
Ang. Haſte, Ligneroles, go bear the King this Packet. 
ly Lord of Guiſe, tis not impoſſible [Exit Ligneroles. 
ut Anjou one Day may be King of France; 
ark me, if then I find Valois diſhonour'd, 
will not leave a Guiſe to gape at Power. [Exzt, 
Gur. Tis ſo: By all the Myſteries of Empire, 
the eternal Fates, his Mother's Poiſon: 
bils in the Brains of the young drooping King, 
nd ſpeeds him to make way for curs'd Axjcu. 
tarles has Religion, which ſhe wonders at, 
ind ſcarce believes him hers ; laughs at his Pity, 
alls his Remorſe the Cholick of the Mind | 
is ſtarts and fears, the gripes and checks of Conſcience. 
Enter King, Queen Mot ber, Ligneroles. 
ut ſee, the King. Mark, mark, my dear Lorarn ! 
ark how ſhe tempers him betwixt ber Hands: 
e has it in his Veins, the ling'ring Draught 
tat moulders him away. Let's tell him of it: 
| 2 Ambition, and my vow'd Revenge, 
dot. 
Car. Away, you ſhall not: Are you mad? 
There is your Tamer? Walk a little off, 
nd lay thoſe Fumes. | 
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Gui. Lead then the blind away; 
Yet, if I meet him in the dazk, I'Il cruſh him. 
[Ex. Lor. & Gl, 
King. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence? Read there. 
My Brother has Intelligence from Roche, 
Ine Admiral has order'd his Adherents 
To ſeize on Mons, as hearrives at Parts, 
So to aſſure the Kindling of a War. 
O Mother, now I feel thy Flames infpire me; 
Yes by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings, 
F11 fetch this ſoaring Rebel from his Height: 
Traitor, imperious, ſaucy, 2 ae Slave 
Lig. Why ſhould your Majeſty thus ſhock your Peac 
With needleſs Fury, fince the time draws on 
When he and all thoſe Rebel ZHugonors 
Shall never grieve you more? 
King. Your Meaning, Sir, 
Lig. When, as your Royal Juſtice has decreed, 
They ſhall be maflacred. 
Kg. A vain Surmiſe 
Go, Sir, and bid the Count of Rbets attend me. 


DLE Lig 
2, M. Well, Sir, what think you now? 
King. Death, and Deſtruction, 
We're all undone ; the Secret of the World, 


Th' eternal Care of my contriving Soul, E 
Which has ſo many Moons, with conſtant watching, 1 
Reduc'd me to this State, is blab'd by you, * 
Dat and made the Prattle of a Boy, k 
2. M. No, no, my Lord; I am not to be taugt: My 
By you to keep a Secret: Look at home, 9 
Collect, if in your late tempeſtuous Paſſion | Wh 
You did not give Suſpicion of the Truth. oh. 
King. Suſpicion ! no, 'tis more; we are betray'd G 
He told me to my Face he knew the matter, * 

How that the Admiral, and the Hugonots | 
Should ſtrait be maſſacred. O, I could rave A 
Our Hearts are Rebels to our Boſom-Councils. * 
Enter Alberto Condi. beg 


But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air. 
Ah, Traitor! ah perfidious, falſe Alberto! 
Have I not rais'd thee from the dregs of Baſeneſs, 


An 
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ind lodg'd thee in the Boſom of thy Maſter ? ; 
Nay, rife, and ſpeak ; where did'ſt thou get the daring 
J unravel the cloſe Web of my ſworn Councils, 
ind truſt em to the giddy Ligneroles ? 
Confeſs, nay, hide not what thou haſt reveal'd, 
Or Racks, Blood, Blood and Fire, and laſting Torments 
Shall force thee ſpeak, 
Alb. Then let the Rack be brought: 
Methinks I long to give a noble Proof 
How much I can endure in ſuch a Cauſe. 
King. I know not what to ſay, whom to aceuſe, 
Or where to turn myſelf, Call hither Guz/e, 
And Cardinal of Lorain. But ſee my Brother, 
Enter Anjou. 
|: muſt be ſo: 'tis he, 'tis he, falſe Man 
| had forgot! this Boy's his only Minion, 
The very Turnkey ot his Cabinet-thoughts. 
But hook, Anjou, how didſt thou dare to, truſt 
$0 {ſtrong a Secret, ſuch important Counſels, 
That from the Book of Fate muſt wipe for ever 
A hundred thouſand Lives, or quaſh the Throne? 
0, I'm not able to contain the Tranſport ! 
Why didſt thou truſt a Buſineſs of ſuch weight 
To 2 ? 
Ester Cardinal and Guile, 
Ang. Tis true, my Lord, I did; 
But I'll engage my Life he'll ne'er divulge it. 
King. No, Sir; I paſs my word he never ſhall, 
An. My Lord, I beg 
King. Speak not, ſtir not hence. 
My Lord of Gaiſe, I muſt engage your Service. 
9. M. Think no more of him, leſt the violent King, 
Whom yet I never faw ſo ſtrangely mov'd, 
Should turn his Rage on you. 
Gur. My Lord, tis done. 
Two of my Train there are that bear him Grudge. 
King. When he's diſpatch'd, let your Friends go to 


To put a little Varniſh on his Blood; (Priſon... - 


Then you, or ſome that have the ſeeming Power, 
beg for their Pardon, and it ſhall be fign'd, 
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| I Enter Alberto. 
1b. My Lord, the Admirals arriv'd. 
King. O Madam, 
Give me your hand, and yours, and yours, to prop me 
Now we muſt ſhew a Maſter-piece indeed, 
To meet the Man whom we would make an end of; 
Ev'n at that time when mortal Wars within, 
When the Blood boils and fluſhes to be at him ; 
Yet then to ſhew the ſigns of heartieft Love, 
To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, and ſwear, 
Are Masks for Women, not for Men to wear. (Exe; 


SCENE III. 


Enter Admiral, Laws of Navarre, the Princes, Com- 
manders, Gentlemen, &. 
Adm. Cavagnes, wouldſt thou think it poſſible, 
I ſcarce have breath to tell thee I'm not well? 
Cav. Why ſhould you fear? 
Adm. Becauſe it goes againſt me. 
Upon the way, my fad preſaging Heart, 
At the firſt View of Parzs, ſunk within me: 
I ſtopt, and ſtarted, anſwer'd without Thought, 
Like one that breaks his Sleep with his own braw!, 
As if my Genius ſhock'd me with a queſtion, 
And ask'd me, whither I was bound for Death? 
But it muſt be, Cavagnes: nay, what's more 
Than Death it ſelf, confeſs my ſelf a Traitor, 
Ev'n in the Theatre of all the Kingdom: 
Do penance for the glorious Wars I made, 
In view of thoſe that have fo bravely back'd me. 
Enter the King, Queen Mother, Anjou, Alberto Gondi, 
Cardinal of Lorain. All the Hugonots kneel. 
King. Madam, you're welcome; this thePrince your Son, 
Moſt welcome ; this the Prince of Conde, welcome ; 
Welcome to Paris, welcome to the Court: 
The Heart of Charles bids welcome to- you all. 
Who's that upon the Earth? the great Cba⁴-i don, 
The glorious Admiral, the fam'd Coligai, 
The 2 of Kingdoms! O, my Father, riſe; 


Or, by the Majeſty of Age, the Reverence 

Due to theſe Hairs, the King himſelf fhall kneel. 
Adu. O Sir, is't poſſible ?. can this be real? 

Can you forgive this Out-law, this Offender, Who 
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Who has ſo often turn'd your Subje ts Arme 
Againſt their lawful Sovereign, made whole Wilds 
Df populobs Towns, and brav'd the Lion's Fury? 
Now you have drawn me quite unarm'd to Court, 
Can you ſo far be Maſter of your Temper, 
As not to hew me in a thouſand pieces? 
King. Can you, who had the power to make me tremble, 
Can you, my awful Subject, be ſo good 
To kneel before my Feet, and ask my pardon ? 
And ſhall I be fo barbarous to refuſe it! 
No, mighty Warrior, in the heat of Broils, 
When thou fo terribly becam'ſt the Field, 
Hadſt thou thus ſought me, by thoſe Saints we worſhip, 
had recei vd thee with a Breaſt of Mercy. 
Adm, Forgive me, Sir; my Heart fo riſes in me, 
| cannot ſpeak. 
King, Le then the World be witneſs, 
All that is honeſt, facred, good, and juſt, 
Be Witneſſes the Powers of Heav'n and Earth, 
With this Embrace I pardon thee thy Errors, 
bid thee welcome, as my better Angel 
Thou ſhalt direct in all my boſom Councils, 
My Genius; O! and whileT hold thee thus, 
Methinks I preſs my Father in my Arms. 
Adm. O; Sir, what have you done? you've burſt the Heart 
Of your old Gaſpar, with this flood of Goodnels ; 
And ſee it guſhes from my aged Eyes. 
King, No more. 
Adm. 1 mult, I muſt make way, my Lord, 
For this dear Load that makes me fore within. 
„but haſte, employ my Arm; let Fortune raiſe 
Some Foe that's worthy of Cbaſtillon's Sword : 
n, "7 I ſhall quarrel with the Fates themſelves, 
Unleſs they rouſe me up ſome brave Occaſion 
To fignalize my Loyalty, my Conduct, 
And conſtant Zeal for your immortal Glory. 
King. Your Friendſhip to the Queen, 44 coutts.1t too, 
Will more oblige nie than your Wars abroad. | 
Adm. For all paſt Faults thus low I ask her Pardon. 
2. M. Riſe, riſe, my Lord: let us forgive each other. 
May I, when dying, miſs the Throne of Me.cy, 
li, when I faw the King and you embrace, 
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My wounded Heart did not weep Blood for Joy. 
ng. Come, come, my Lord, finee you're 6 fierce to | 
| | (ſerve me, 
'I find your Sword Employment. Reſt a while, 
And then for Flanders, where the Duke of Ava 
Will hold you to't. 
. Atm. 1 long, my Lord, to try him, f 
He who ſo curſes the Reform'd Religion. > 
I wiſh that, with ſome thouſands I could raiſe J 
Of thoſe poor Proteſtants whom he diſdains, 5 
J could but face him on the duſty Plain, Y 
Tho? to his Aid he call'd his Catholick Maſter, 
With thouſand Arms held up to thouſand Saints ; 
Ev'n with this handful of my old Commanders N 
Heading the well-truſs'd Body of our Men, 2 
We'd on, to make the mitred Armies yield, C 
Ard drive the trembling Croſiers from the Field, 7 
[ Exe; F. 
l 
BY 
M 
Sz .1V. SCENE | 
e SCENE draws; the King, tbe Queen Motbheſ N 
tbe Dake of Anjou, Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal of LAY |< 
rain: The Body of Ligneroles beld up all bloody. 7 
Any. H, Traitor Guzſe / but 1 will have th Ou 
Lifewmm=o—ns | Le 
Gur. Let go your Hand; or by the Majeſty Lil 
That governs here, P11 ſend you to your Boy. Mi 
King. Tear em aſunder. Wi 
Anj. I'll have Satisfaction. x 
King. Remove the Body. You my Lord of Guzf, vp 
Say how this Murder happen'd, r 
Gui. Thus, my Lord. * 
( 


Charles Count of Mansfield; and the Count of Guercb 
When with this Merning's hunt, the Hills and Grove 
The Skies and Fountains ſeem'd one mutual Cry, 
Riding in Company with this bold Spirit, 

On fiery Courſers, chanc'd to diſcompole him: 
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He frown'd, they laugh'd, and ſo the beaten road 
of 5 hot Words roſe, then Blows and Thruſts; 
OW The Youth betwixt 'em fell, I know not how; 
And there's an end of him. 
Anj. Traitor thou ly'ſt: Thou know'ſt the Cauſe. 
Ming. No, Sir, it was my Order. 
Now, as you have reſpect to. your own Safety, 
No more of this. Had you not bluſh'd in Blood, 
In the Heart-blood of him you deareſt loy'd ; 
By my dead Father's Soul, by my 3 
You ould yourſelf have mourn'd fo grols a failing. 
„M. Sir, he repents. 
ng. He does but what he ought. 
Now to the Buſineſs. 
Since then the Cloud that holds our horrid Vengeance 
Comes nearer racking o'er the Huygonot's Heads; 
Let's help the fall, and ſtir not from this Place 
„Till we have fix'd the Platform of their Ruin: 
Firſt, for the Queen, Fa Albert of Navarre, 
Becauſe a Woman, and of Royal Blood, 
My Mother judg'd that ſhe ſhould die by Poiſon. 
'Q. M. Diſpatch'd with Sweets. Paſs to the reſt — 
cad. 
King. Yet not without ſuſpicion of the Princes, 
Who therefore, by my Order, were deſir'd 
To fee her Body open'd ; which was done 
Before the chief of all the Hugonots ; 
Only her Head was ſpar'd, as I appointed, 
Out of a ſeeming Rev'rence; but indeed, 
Leſt that the Perſon, tho? it paſs'd unſeen 
Like a cloſe Murd'rer, thro? the Lanes of Life, 
Might yet at laſt be taken where it lodg'd, 
With Cie, in part, I fatisfy'd their Murmurs. 
9. M. Therefore you muſt confer more Favours til! 
Upon the Admiral, lull him with Honours ; 
Strike him but in the Throat of his Ambition, 
You have him ſure: yet let him play a while, 
And Toll at random down the ſtream of Glory. 
My Lord of Guiſe, you have not yet convers'd him; 
Therefore, while this Suſpicion on Death | 
Of the late Queen flies warm about his Ears, 
Viſit him, aFcommanded by the King; 


c, 


But 
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But fo as if enſorc'd: and by degrees, 
Proceed to half a Quarrel, that the King, 
Being made the Judge, as coming there by chance, 
May give it quite againſt you in Appearance, 
And force you to Aa yourſelf for Pardon. 

Gui. It ſhall be ſo: And fear not, I'll provoke him 
"Twill eaſe my Heart a little, with keen words 
To right my Father's W rongs, and ſhed the Venom 
That ſwells me all within. 

Ming. On this proceed 
To the intended Marriage of Navarre ; 
W hich once perform'd, as if that were the Lightning 
Io the ſure Peal of Horror that muſt follow, 

Begin our Vengeance with the Admiral's Death. 


nj. Firſt, Sir, it would be known how Gui/e ap. 
The Marriage of Navarre with Marguerite. (prove: 


Ming. I know the Duke approves what I reſolve ; 
And on ſo great a Puſh would forſeit both 


A Lignerol:s and Marguerite too. (Scruple 
. M. Come, come, it's monſtrous but to make 3 


To ſtand on Pets, Intrigues, and ſooliſh Paſſions, 
When ſuch a Fate is now upon the Bolt, | 
As ne'er perhaps yet thunder'd with Succels, 
Since firſt the World began. 
Gui. My Lord, I yield, 
And take Prince Porcien's Widow for my Wife. 
King. I ſent Count Rbets to bring her hither. - 
My Lord Lorain, pray let me view the Contract, 
This, by the Hand of Gaiſe, muſt firſt be torn, 
And then preſented her. 
Gur. Excuſe me, Sir. | 
But if thoſe fail, my Lord, without more words, 
{ charge you for your Honour, and my own, 
'To > as I command: or, by my Blood, 
Nor you, nor I ſhall ever ſee her more. 
Gur. That's a home thruſt indeed: Sir, I obey, 
And wait your farther Order, 
King, My Lord Lorain, 
Attend the Duke while I examine Marguerite, 
Wait till I ſtamp; and when thy Troubles over, 
- Wake to the Admiral; and I will follow. + 


Enter 


\ (not; 
King. If Prayers or Threats can bend her, Sir, you ſhall 
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And make it Death for any to relieve me 


The Maſſacre of Paris. 
Enter Alberto with Marguerite. 
How! Marguerite weeping! all in Tears! 
Sure then the Count of Rhets miſtook the Meffage. 
[ ſent to give thee Joy, to tell my Sitter, 
She muſt be marry'd. 
Mar, And I come, my Lord, 
To ſhew my Heart before your Majeſty, 
To beg your Favour, Mercy, and your Pardon , 
For O, my Lord, I cannot, it I would, 
Be marry'd to Navarre. 
King. You cannot! Riſe, a 
And tell me why: I'll hear you out with Patience. 
Mar. Ah, Sir, how ſhall I ſpeak your Siſter's Frailty? 
How ſhall I, but thus drown'd with Tears and Bluſhes, 
Confeſs the fault of Duty? I am marry'd, 
Betroth'd, my Lord. 
King. To whom? 
Marg. Alas, you're angry; 
But I muſt own the Truth, tho' on your Brow 
A thouſand Deaths fat menacing my Soul: 
Yes, Sir, I'm marry'd to the Duke of Guz/e. 
King. Not marry'd, Marguerite ; bur contracted : 
And fo far I'll forgive thy heedleſs Youth, 
But on condition that, without more noiſe, 
Thou raſe the haughty Guz/e from thy Remembrance; 
Or, by the Violation of our Name, 
I will not ſpare to drain thy tainted Blood, 
Till I have mounted thee, by Death, a Victim | 
To the great Memory of the wrong'd Valois. (tors. 
Mar. Call then, my Lord, call forth your fierce Tormen- 
Propoſe to Marguerite Flames and Wounds, 
And all the cruel Arts of thoughttul Fury ; 
See your poor Siſter's Spirit parch'd away | 
By Ing nag Fires, to make 1 Death more dreadful: 
Yet, Sir, with my laſt Breath I muſt avow 
My Love to Guiſe, and Hatred to Navarre. | 
ing. No, I've thought on't better; ÞlI proclaim thee 
A Proflitute,; thou ſhalt no more be Royal : $ 
Poor, and abandon'd, with thy Shame upon thee, 
I'll turn thee forth a Beggar to the World. | 
Mar. Do, do, my Lord; rather than wed Navarre; + 


— 


Set 
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Set the mad Multitude like Dogs upon me, 

To tear, to worry me like common Fleſh, 

To drag me to a Ditch, and leave me gaſping, 
Yet I will groan with my laſt Sighs to Heay'n ; 
Tis eaſier . 9 than to be falſe to Gur/e. 

King. But, Marguerite, was there ever Love, 
Without a brave Revenge on Provocation ? | 
Yet, Wretch, thou lov'ſt without being lov'd again: 
Since in my Preſence Guz/e now paſs'd his Word 
To leave thee, and to wed the Widow Porcien. 

Mar. No, no, my Lord; that Art was us'd before ; 
Yet, Sir, you make me tremble ; for methinks 
There's ſomething more reſoly'd, more ſtern in you 
Than in my Mother: yet my Heart's confirm'd 
Not to believe ev'n you; O therefore ceaſe, 

O rather execute your former Rage, 
And give me up to thoſe Tormentors Hands 
That wait your CalL | 

King. But if I bring the Duke 
Before thy Face, that Contract in his Hand, 
Which paſt betwixt you, and he tears it here 
Openly, in the Preſence of us all; 

ilt thou then quit him, with reſolv'd Revenge, 
And wed Navarre ? 

Mar. Why ſhould you ask me, Sir ? 

Prove me but half as much, but half that Falſhood, 
That Impudence, that Treaſon to the Throne 

Of our crawn'd Loves, and I will wed a Slave: 
There's not a thing ſo loath'd upon the Earth, 

Zut you ſhall bind me to it for my Life, 

To Age, Deformity, to all that's hateful, 

Blaſting, and deadly. Ha! what's this he tears? 
The Contract? O, it is the curſed Contract 


Then I'll tear too. Death, Furies, Hell, and Devils 


But call him, Sir, call back the perjur'd Traitor, 
Let your Guards hold him; you ſhall ſee, my Lord, 
How well I hate him: Give me mut a Dagger, 
And I will gore his Heart with thouſand Wounds ; 
Nay, if 'twere poſſible, I'd ſtab his Soul, 

Fill it fo full, brimſul of Woman's Gall, 

That tho' he were an Angel, it ſhould damn him; 


But he's a Devil, Deril, Devil, Devil. 
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Ng. Give me your Hand; you ſhall along with me 
To a young King, that will be proud to ſerve you. 
Mar. O, Sir, 1 know not what to ſay or do, 

But fling this Load of Miſery at your Feet: 

You have my Promiſe, but with all my Blood 

I would retrieve it; for ſince Guiſ⸗ is falſe, 

Whom I believ'd the worthieſt of the World, 
Since he has prov'd himſelf ſo dam'd a Villain, 

O, give me leave, Sir, give me leave to ſhun, 

To hate, to lothe, to curſe all human kind. 

King. I'll have no more delay; I claim your 2 
Come then; or, by my Crown, I'II have the dragg” 
What, hoa ? without there. 

Enter Attendants, 

Mar. Mother pity me. 
Have patience, Str, a little Time, my Lord, 
To vent theſe burſting Sighs, and I will go ; 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go: 
This Remnant of a wretched royal Woman, 
This Stain to all your Blood. O cruel Heav'n 
This curs'd, forlorn, unhappy Bride, ſhall go 
Thus to the Altar where my Fate's decreed ; 
But like a Victim that is doom'd to bleed. [Exeunt, 


SCENE H. 
Enter Admiral, Antramont, Cavagaks Langoiran. 


Ant. Poiſon'd ; the royal dead Navarre was poi ſon'd.: 
*Tis the firſt Thunder-clap-of that vaſt Storm 
That ſeems already breaking o'er your Head: 
Why are you ſenſeleſs then, and deaf to Warning 
When, whereſoe'er you caſt your Eyes, the Storm 
Looks blacker yet? Why ſtays the uke of Guiſe 2 
Why does he ſummon all his Blood to Court, 
With Barons, Knights, that hold the Catholick Party, 
With Jorge Gentry living on his Penſions, 
And therefore ready upon all occaſions, 
With hazard of their Lives to act his Pleaſure? 

Adm, Peace, Antramont. 

Ant. Alas, my Lord, I cannot. 
Why ſhould the Vidam Chartres, Count Montgomery, 
Reſolve to * themſelves beyond the Sein, | 


Unleſs their Minds prefage ſome dreadful Miſchief ? 


Tias 
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'Tis coming: O, with deeper Policies 
The King and Queen delude your eaſy Soul 188 
With fatal Praiſes, and undoing Honours : 


O, they have caught you ! my prophetick Soul 
Sees the red Tempeit thunder down in Blood, 


d I'm 
In Blood of you, of me, of all about you: * 
Adm. O, Antramont, you foil me now indeed; To 
Yet I ſhall anſwer, if your Paſſion pleaſe: W; 
Firſt, for the Queen, I faw her Body open'd, 
The Parts whereof were ſound, untouch'd by Poiſon, [ 
And by our own Phyſicians *twas concluded 
She died a natural Death. Then for the Guiſes, 
Some little Satisfaction muſt be given 
As to permit their. Preſence at the Marriage ; "A 


But for the Management of State-Affairs, 
Or Favour from the King, they're loſt for ever : 
Nor ſhall it keep my dauntleſs Powers awake, 
Tho! Chartres and Montgomery will not come. 
But to forbear the Subject, leave me here 
With my Cavagnes. 
Ant. faq commanded, Sir; 
Yet for the Safety of your innocent Babes, 
Beware, my Lord, be cautious, O prevent, [Ex. An:. 
| n. Fear not; farewel; be gone, I will beware, 
Why ſhould I fear, Cavagres, when the King | 
Inclines his Heart to the reform'd Religion; 
When thE whole Management of home Affairs, 
With all Confederacies made abroad, 
And left to me, as judge and Arbitrator, 
The Genius and the Oracle of Fance? 
But, if the Will of Heav'n has ſet it down, 
That all his Truſt is deep Diſſimulation, 
That there's no Faith nor Credit to be given 
To the inviolable royal Word; 
O, my Cavagnes, if *tis poſlible, 
It this be fo, I yield, I yield to die: 
I am contented for the Proteſtant Faith 
Here to be hewn into a thouſand Pieces, 
And made the Martyr of ſo good a Cauſe. 
: Lang, My Lord, I take my leave; and am reflv'd 
To leave the Court. | 
Adu. Cavagnes, prithee ſpeak, 
ESTES * It 
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t is not worth our Smile : But why, A porn; 
Why doſt thou leave the Maker of thy Fortune? 
s it not worth the Hazard? 
Lang No, my Lord. 
I'm forry, Sir, to ſee you made ſo much of; 
ind fo farewel. For my Part, I'm content 
To fave myſelf with Fools, rather than periſh 
With thoſe that are too wiſe. [ Exit. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My Lord, the Duke of Guiſe. 
* [ Exeunt Cavag. and Serv. 
Enter Guile. 
Gui. The King, my Lord, commmanded me to wait 
And bid you welcome to the Court. (you, 
Adm. The King | 
drill loads me with new Honours ; but none greater 
Than this the laſt, | 
Guiſ. There is one greater yet, 
Your high Commiſſion for the War with Spain 
h and my Family are charg'd to ſerve you; 
And 'twill be glorious Work. 
Adm. If you are there, 
There muſt be Action. 
Guiſ. O, your Pardon, Sir; 
m but a Stripling in the Trade of War; 
But you, whoſe Life is one continu'd Battle, 
What will not your triumphant Arms accompliſh ? 
Who, as yourſelt confeſs'd, or Fame is falſe, 
Have quite out-gone the Memory of the Antients, 
Of Alexander, and of Fulius Ceſar : 
For they, in all their Actions, had Succeſs ; 
But you, in ſpite of your malicious Fortune, 
After the Lots of four moſt ſignal Battles, 
Still roſe more fierce and dreadtul to your Foes ; 
And laſt, when all Men thought you had no way 
To fave your Life, but wander thro' the World, 
You forc'd the King to grant your own Conditions, 
More proper for a Conqueror, than one 
| hat was o'ercome. 
Adm. No more of-that, my Lord, 
Guiſ. But, Sir, fince I muſt make a little One 
ln this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand 
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What 'tis you mean, and why you put the King 
dee 

Adm. Know, I intend the Greatneſs of the King, 
The Greatneſs of all France, whom it imports 
To make their Arms their Aim and Occupation : 
Since then the Genius of the Kingdom's rous'd, 
Pl turn the Fever of thoſe civil Broils 
To wholeſome Exerciſe, to War with Strangers. 

Guiſ. Stor'd Arfenals, and Armories, and Fields of 

(Horle, 

Opd'nance, Ammunition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry, not harraſs'd and diſeas'd, 
Tov meet a veteran Army, ſhould be thought of: 
Nor ought you to rely. on Proteſtants, 
'Thoſe Mercenaries that muſt come ; for he | 
Who, thus refolv'd, depends on ſuch, ſhall ſpread 
His Feathers now, but mew them all to morrow. 

Adm. I find, my Lord, the Argument grows warm, 
Therefore thus much, and I have done. The King 
Intends to ſend an Army into Flangers, 
A powertul one, and under my Command : 
Furſt then, altho* the Wars of latter Ages 
Are, in reſpect of former, made i'th' Dark, 
8 will not ſteal a Victory. 

uiſ. The Phraſe of Alexander at Arbela ! 

Adm. No Place of Honour, Office, or Command 
Thro the whole Series of this glorious War, 
For Profit, Favour, or for Intereſt, 
Not of the greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold, 
Whereas too, tor th* Encouragement of Fighters, 
There are Degrees promiſcuouſly conferr'd | 
On Soldiers, and no Soldiers ; this Man knighted, 
Becauſe he charg'd a Troop before his Dinner, 
And skulk'd behind a Hedge in th' Afternoon: 
I will have ſtrict Examination made 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe. 
And, ſince I am entruſted as J wiſh, 
P11 ſpoil the Traffick of this Brandy-Court, 
And vie Rewards for Merit with old Rome. 

Gui/. You will, my good Lord Admiral! 
x89. I will, 

pon the very Spot of Vidtory, 
For. gallant Men, my 
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Erect their Trophies, Funeral Laudati ves, 

and Monuments for thoſe that di'd in War, 

Crown of Diſtinction, Garlands perſonal, 

All but the Stile of Emperor, which the King 

Of the whole Univerſe did after borrow ; 

That for my.Maſter : and perhaps for me 

The Triumph of their Generals on return.“ (doubt 
Gui/. You have mouth'd it bravely ; and there is no 

Your Deeds would anſwer well ſuch haughty Words: 

Yet, let me tell you, Sir, there was a Man, 

(Curſe on the Hand that ſped him) that would better, 

Better than you, or all the bragging Generals, 

That when he ſhone in Arms, and ſun'd the Field, 

That better would become the great Battalion 

Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was himſelf a War. 
Adm. The noble Guzſe, your Father, Sir, you mean; 

But yet, my Lord | 
Guiſ. No yet, my Lord, no yet: 

By Arms I bar you that ; 

For never was his Like, nor ſhall again, 

Till murder'd by Poltrot, curs'd damn'd Poltrot, 

W hoſe Soul now gluts the Maw of Lucifer. 
Adm. L A with more Charity 
Guiſ. Ha! Charit / 

Damnation on the Soul that harbours it. 

Were I in Heav'n, and faw him ſcorch'd in Flames, 

would not ſpit my Indignation down, | 

Leſt I ſhould cool his Tongue, For Beza too, 

That ſet him on with the Rewards of Heav'n, 

To act to black, ſo deep, fo damn'd a Murder 

O why will Charles thus ſheathe the Sword of Juſtice, 

Till he has rooted up this Se& of Villains, 

And collar'd to the Stake that canting Slave, 

That preach'd my god-like Father from the World ? 
Adm. Come, come, my Lord, hear with a little Patience, 

And you ſhall find 'tis not the Proteſtan Way 

To ſtab, and beat the Brains out in the dark : 

Look home, my Lord, go to the Vatican; 

See if in all thoſe politick Diſcourſes, 

There be not one red-letter'd Page for Killing. 
Gui. Ha, Admiral! then dar'ſt thou juſtiß 

The Villain whom my Vengeance marks ſor Death ? 
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Adm. My Lord, I will not juſtify a Villain 
More than yourſelf: But if you thus proceed, 
If that a great Man's Breath can puff away 
On every Pet the Lives of free-born People; 

W hat need that awful general Convocation, 
Th! Aﬀembly of the States? Nay, let me urge, 
If thus you threat the venerable Beza, 

What may the reſt expect? 

Guif. What > if I could, 

They ſhould be certain of, whole Piles of Fire. 
m. Tis very well, my Lord, I know your Mind, 

W hich, without Fear or Flatt'ry to your Perſon, 

I' tell the King; and then, with his Permiſſion, 

Proclaim it for a Warning to our People. 

Gun. Come, you're a Murderer yourſelf, 

Adm. Away. 

Gui. You were Complotter with that Villain Zeza, 
The black Abetter of my Father's Murder. 

Adm. This wou'd ſound well, my Lord, in Front of 
But here, upon a Viſit from the King, (Battle, 
It looks not like to Guiſe. 

Guiſ. My Father's Murder 
Bid me not ſtand on Points when that's remember'd ; 
But track me to the Foreſt with thy Sword ; 

Thus Man to Man, back'd with all thy People, 
Follow me, or I will proclaim thee Traitor, Coward, 

Adm. O King, King, King! ſtill let me ſound thy 
Left this fool-hardy Boy, this knotty Trifler, (Name, 
This Spawn of Words, this Urchin of the War, 
Should raiſe my Anger paſt the pulling down. 

Enter King, Queen 2 Alberto, Anjou, and 

Morvele. 
But ſee, he's here, I ſcorn to ruin thee : 
Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story. 
King. What now, my Lord of Guzſe 2 is this your Viſit? 
I charge. you on your Liſe, without reſerve, 
Tell me the [Truth ; how hapned this Diſorder ? 
Thoſe rufled Hands, red Looks, and Port of Fury ?' 

Guzrſ. I told him, Sir, ſince you reſolve to have it, 
He was the Murd'rer of my noble Father; 
Therefore a 'Traitor, Villain, and a Coward. 

Mug. Is't poſlible ? | | 


Adm. 
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Adm. No matter, Sir, no matter; N 
The old Man rouz'd, and ſhook himſelf, my Lord; 
A few hot Words; no more, upon my Life : 

So, if your Majeſty will do me Honour, 
do beſeech you, let the Buſineſs die. 

King. Guiſe, go, ſubmit yourſelf, and ask his Pardon. 

Guiſ. My Lord, I cannot ſpeak. | 

King. Where are your Guards ? 

Adm. Hold there. Come, Sir, I will interpret for you, 
My Lord, this cloſe Embrace makes up the Breach : _ 
We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. 

Guiſ. You have out- done me, Sir; but you'll excule nie, 
Twas a great Rack that ſcrew'd me to this Folly. 

Adm. More than enough, we're riveted the Hater. 

King. My Lord of Guz/e. 

Q. M. My good Lord Admiral, 

Now uſe your Power, and quite oblige the Court: 
Villandry has provok'd the King at Play, 
In ſuch a Nature, that he is doom'd to die ; 

My Son refusd my Interceſſion for him; 

Therefore when he has done his Check to Guiſe, 

For your Affront, pray, my good Lord, intreat him. 

King. The Marriage ſtays within; which paſt, reſolve 
His Execution ſudden as you can. 

Guiſ. Morvele. 

Mor. My Lord. 

Guiſ. I, by the King's Commiſſion, have Command 
To take the Admiral's Life. 

Mor. I'Il ſhoot him. 

Gui. Right : 

As he returns from Court. 

Mor. From ſome Out-Lodging 
I watch him, till I execute your Order. 

Adm. I am a Suitor to your Majeſty 
For poor /71landry's Life. 

King, Haſte, bring him forth. 
think, my Lord, it you ſhould ask my Heart, 

My yielding Breaſt ' would open to your Hand. 
But, Father, let's away ; the Cardinal 
Stays for Navarre, 

Adm, We'll wait your Majeſty. [Ex. K ing uitꝰ Ceart. 

O, my Cavagnes, where's Langoiran now ? 
Wlere's 
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Where's Antramont ! but haſte, and tell her all; 


Tell her th extravagant Kindneſs of the King; 
Tell her but ſtay; * * repeated Oath ? 


That's to be thought on: Hollow was his Aſpect, 
Graves in his Smiles, Death in his bloodleſs Hands, 

O Antramont I'll haſte to meet thy Eyes: 

The Face of Beauty on theſe riſing Horrors, 

Looks like the Midnight Moon voor a Murder : 

It drives the Shades that thicken from the State, 

And gilds the dark Deſign that's ripe for Fate. [Exeun;, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
The King riſes from a Couch. 


ROM Amber Shrouds I ſee the Morning riſe, 

Her Roſy Hand begins to paint the Skies; 
And now the City Emmets leave their Hive, 
And rouzing Hinds to chearful Labour drive; 
High Cliffs and Rocks are pleafing Objects now, 
And Nature ſmiles upon the Mountain's Brow ; 
The joyful Birds falute the Sun's Approach; 
The Sun too laughs, and mounts his gaudy Coach, 
While from his Car the dropping Gems diſtil, 
And all the Earth, and all the Heav'n does ſmile : 
But Charles, ſtill wrapt in Shades, like Night appears, 
His Sighs the Vapours, and the Dews his Tears 
Vet, O juſt Power, with Pity, O behold 
The Wretch, whoſe Fault is in your Book inroll'd; 
Behold theſe Streams, with which his Soul aſpires 
To flake your Wrath, and quench your angry Fires. 

Enter — | 
Gen. Thy Genius, lo, from his ſweet Bed of Reſt, 

Adorn'd with Jaſſamin, and with Roſes dreſt, 
The Pow'r Divine has rais'd to ſtop thy Fate; 
A true Repentance never comes too Jate : 
So ſoon as born, ſhe made herſelt a Shroud, 
The weeping Mantle of a Fleecy Cloud, 
And ſwift as Thought her Airy ſourney took, 
Her Hand Heav'n' azure Gate with Trembling ſtrook ; 
The Stars did with Amazement on her look: 9 
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She told the Story in ſo ſad a Tone, 
The Angels ſtart from Bliſs, and gave a Groan. 
But Charles beware, oh dally not with Heav'n, 
For after this no Pardon ſhall be giv'n. Exit. 
Enter Queen Mother, Cardinal of Lorain, Anjou, 
Alberto Condi. 

Card. The King upon the Earth? O riſe, my Lord. 

2. M. He has of late been troubled with ſuch Faintings; 
And ſee, he bleeds at Mouth. 

. King. Stand from me all. 

O Mother, Mother! whither will you lead me? 
Thro' what a Vault of Monuments and Sculls, 

And dead Men's Bones? And you, my Lord Lorain, 
Muſt I ſtill journey thro' this Vale of Death, | 
And never reach the Paradiſe you promis'd ? | 
I muſt not let the Maſſacre go forward: 

I'm warn'd from Heav'n, I ſwear, I think from Heav'n. 

2. M. Some Scare-Crow of a Dream: So far from Sin, 
Or ought that's damnable, is our Deſign ; 

That my Lord Cardinal will tell you, Sir, 
'Tis meritorious ; and whene'er we ſtrike, 
The Church ſhall bleſs it, as a Blow from Heav'n. . - 

Card. Therefore, my Lord, I wiſh you to ſuſpect 
Whatever thwarts you in your holy Purpoſe ; 
However veil'd, tho' in an Angel's Form, 

Conclude it the Suggeſtion of the Devil. 

Q, M. So; now, Th , theſe * rm are at an end, 
And we may cloſe purſue the main Intention. 

* the Admiral kill'd ; on this, the Hugonot- 
Fall on the-Houſe of Guiſe; the City riſes 

And cuts em all to pieces: Now imagine, 

Which I am apt to think, the Herericks 

Are more diſcreet, and only ſue for Juſtice, 
Without a Tumult; ſhall the Bufineſs ftand-? 

Car. No. If we find they do not run to Uproar, 
(Our only Hope to colour ver their Ruin) 
Proceed to inſtant Slaughter; or they'll find 
Some Means for Flight, and kindle up the War 
More dreadfully than ever. 

Anjou. It's determin'd. 

That with the reſt the Princes too ſhall bleed? 

AN. My Judgment is moſt- poſitive in this: ; 

| et 


* 


Let not one Soul of all be leſt alive, 


For *tis ridiculous, in ſuch Extreams, 


"tht midſt of Slaughter, Ruin, Blood, and Death, 


To think of ever being prais'd for Mercy. 
85 


Nor can a Mean be us'd; the Duke of Guiſe 
Meddles not in it, if a Man eſcape 
And ſays; in ſuch a deſp'rate Purge of Humours, 


If any Relick of the great Diſtemper 


Be left behind, it runs to a Relapſe 


More dangerous than. before, 


ing. As I remember, A 

Madam, it has been oft your Oracle, N 

In theſe late Civil Wars, t' avoid a Battle; 

That Limbs, tho? ne'er fo foul, ſhould not be lopt 
Without the utmoſt, laſt Neceſſity ; x 


Becauſe the Body feels too great Defect, 


Sharp Pains, and almoſt irrecoverable Weakneſs : 


And will you now cut the great Arteries, | .\ 


The Princes of the Blood? Moſt horrid Thought! 

'2. M. Compoſe yourſelf jj Nawarre/and Conde live. 
Come, come, you muſt put-off this Melancholy ; 
"Twill breed Suſpicion, Sir, let me intreat you 
To go upon the Inſtant ftrait to Tennis, 
While Morvele does his Buſineſs. 

King. O my Heart! | 
It you would have me fix'd, you muſt not leave me, 
You muſt talk out to my diſtracted Soul, 
Leſt Conſcience drown the Voice of Policy. 
* I T Exeunt all but Cardin, 

Card. This 'tis to have a Conſcience Here comes 
' 2 0400 oe Sande; 0. {ct (one 
Sear'd as myſelf, of my own Family. 

Is he diſpatch'd ? | | | 

G Not yet; but Morvele waits him, 
His Fuzee cock'd, and planted at the Window : 


All, all is fitted. 


Card. W hat, your Marguerite 
Said ſhe was fick, and would not bed the Prince 


Laſt Night? 


* 
5 


How fares the King? 


Guiſ. I Know not that; but here I ſtay 
To take her as ſhe paſſes to the Gardens, 


Car 
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Card. A little bound in Conſcience: 

He pukes at Dreams: and as I hear of late, 
Spits Blood. 

Gui. A Fit, a Fit, my Lord, o'th' Mother: 
told you ſo. But ſee; the furious Princeſs; 
Away: I'll clap, my Prow upon the Storm; 
And if a Wrack muſt follow, let ir come, 


Enter Marguerite. 


Mar. Ha! Villain! Traitor! Devil! Hence be gone; 
Or I muſt get into my Grave to hide me; 5 | 
Pre fworn, I've ſworn to fly thee like a R 
And I am damn'd it cer I ſee thee more. 
Gui. I will obey you. And indeed the Fates 
Of theſe ſad Souls that muſt to-day ve dol'd 
Require my Haſte: I beg you but to hear me: 
Grant me but this, by Hell, and Hell's worft Horrors, 
And all the Murders of this bloody Day ; 
You ne'er ſhall ſee me more. | 
Mar. What can'ſt thou ſay? | | 
For ſee, I know not how thou'ſt charm'd my Rate. 
Gui. Know then, the Lives of every Hugonos 
This moment now are ſentenc'd to the Grave, 
\ Maſſacre of all. | 
Mar. A Maſſacre! * 
Gui. Madam, I've done. But hark! a Gun went off; 
in My leaping Heart cries out, It is the Admiral. q 
desde Marriage of Navarre was for this end 
ne Deſign'd, to bring the Princes to the Court: 
And, on fo great an Enterprize, the King 
Compell'd me to the tearing of the Contract, 
Or threatned the deſtruction of my Houſe. | 
And, which was worſe, your Death before my Eyes, 
What, hoa ! Morvele ! he paſs'd the Anti- chamber. 


Enter Morvele. 


. L _ 


Permit me to conſult him. Ha! ſpeak out; 4 


82), is the Admiral — * 
| C | Moy. 
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Mor. Not dead, .my Lord. 
I think 1 ſaw ſome of his Fingers fly. 
And part of his left Arm: I'm ſure I hit him. 
Gui. Here, take this Key; fly to my Cloſet, haſte ; 
Thou art purſu'd! Farewel. 
Mor. I'm gone, my Lord. [ Exit. 
Gui. Twas in this manner juſt, my noble Father 
Was palted from the Fame of all the World 
By ſuch another Villain; and my Soul 
Leaps with Revenge, that this proud Admiral 
Should, like an Eagle, in his urmoſt Flight 
Be topled from the Clouds of all his ea 
Madam, farewel: I hope you will excuſe 
What I, enforc'd, did act: I love you till; 
And, on this fad Affair in which perbaps 
Your Guiſe may periſh, it would warm my Heart 
To hear you do not hate me. 
Marg. Death and Horror ! 
Infamy, Vengeance, Murder, Maſſacre ! 
Gui. Now by the Life and Heart of our. Deſign 
"Tis well diſſembled; ſtood thy Lord in view, 
I thus wou'd charge thee, bear thee in my Arms 
From the proud hurry of a claſhing World, 
To Mahomet's Paradiſe, to Beds of Pleaſure, 
Where we ſhall ſpin the ſilken Joys for ever, 
Without a Break; lengrhning the twinkling Moment 
To an Eternity of deathleſs Pleaſure. 
Marg. Touch me not for thy Life, thou Traitor ! 


| (Murderer ! 
Rayiſher ! Oh thou titled Villain! 


In Purple dipt to give a .Gloſs ro Miſchief ! 


Follow the bloody Mark of thy Ambition, 
And never ſee me more 


Gui. It cannot be, 
Unleſs you chain me, drag me in ſunleſs Caves: 
You are my earthly Goodneſs, all my Ho 
Of Comfort here: nor wiſh I more . 
Marg. Hold, hold, Prophaner, thou haſt diſhonour'd 
But this is little to the Crimes that follow, (me, 
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Thou haſt betray'd me, after all my Vows 
To marry one I hate; for thy Ambition 
Mak'ſt me the Cauſe of this moſt horrid Vengeance, 
At which the Earth ſhall ſicken, Saints be fad, 
And none but Furies like yourſelf—— 
Gui: Did not your Mother torm the whole Deſign ? 
Marg. Whoever form'd or helpt in ſuch Contriving, 
Hell and Damnation waſte 'em ; but for rhee, 
Sear'd, as thou art, with Cruelty, Revenge, 
I p:ty thee, O Guiſe ! becauſe I lov'd thee, 
And beg thee view thoſe Fiends that gape to ſeize thee: 
Allow at leaſt a Poſſibility ; 
As well as there was one e'er you were born, 
An unknown Country, after you are Dead. 
Gaui. Admit me then once more to ſhare your Breaſt, 
To taſte thoſe Secrets from thoſe lovely Lips, 
And I in Time may be a Proſelyte. | 
Marg. Here look your Laſt! for from the time I 
(leave you, 
Ne'er hope to ſee loſt Marguerite more. 
Gut, I am a Rebel, and have ſworn to ſee you, 
By all our former Dearneſs, and I will 
By Heav'n! I will, in ſpite of you, reſolve, 
I'll gaze upon you till theſe Cryſtals run. 
Marg. You have broke my Heart a thouſand ſeveral 
(Ways, 
And now againſt my Will this Parting melts me. F 
Gui. Speak not of Parting ; by thoſe Eyes I beg, 
Nor melting Hearts; the Blood runs down from mine. 
Marg. For all the Wrongs you have done me, my 
(Diſhonaur, 
For all your Delays, your Slights, your thouſand Oaths, 
Your moſt confiderate Pride 1n falling out, | 
Thar I might court you to be Friends again 
Gui. Stop yet: and oh eternal Love ſhall crown thee. 
Marg. For all my midnight Groans —— 
Gui. Hold, Marguerite. 
Marg. My Tears, my Watchings, 
The bleeding Tokens of the fondeſt Love 
C 2 Gul, 
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Gui. Take this, and ſtrike it to my Heart; 
But ſpeak your Griefs no more. [Offers a Dagger, 
Marg . By all I've ſaid, 
I beg you, Sir, to ſpare my Husband's Life. 
Gui. Whar, Marguerite? ha! Navarre, again ? 7 
This was too much. 
Marg. Save him, if poſſible, 
And ſo farewel, thou Ruin of my Glory: 
Fare wel, thou ſtrong Seducer of my Youth. 
Yet I will eye thee hungerly at laſt: | 
Nay, take this Sigh to that thus ſplits my Heart, 
My Husband's Lite is all that I im plore, 

To ſave Navarre, and never ſee me more. [Exit, 
Gui. She's gone, for ever gone; why, let her go. 
Henceforth pronounce all Woman-kind thy Foe; T 
Or if thy feeble Soul ro Love return, U 

Do not, like Anthony, for Life-time burn: ＋ 
But as a Lion, eager of his Prey, T 
Compeli'd by Thirſt, turns from his purpos'd Way, If 
And in ſome Silver Fountain flakes his Rage, 

Then runs more fiercely on his Foes t'engage; 
So having quench'd thy Fires with Beauty's Charms, 


BB , aA „ =... 


Forget the Pleaſures, and ruſhon to Arms, [ Exit, 
Enter King, Queen Mother, Anjou, Lorain, Alberto c 
Gondi. 5 | Tt 
An 
King. Command that all the City Gates be ſhut, Th 
Except but two, for bringing in Proviſions; La 
And theſe, my Lord of Rhetz, ſee ſtrictly guarded, . 


Leſt that the Murderer eſcape. 

. M. You bear it bravely ! 
Now to the wounded Admiral: be there 
As you are now, ſeem ſoft and pitiful, ; 
Fond him with Tears, cry out with your Imptie 
To be reveng'd upon the Murderer. 


King. You that are made of Artifice, inftru& me. Ist 
[ Exennt, Ie 7 
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SCENE II. 


The Admiral Dreſſing, with all the Hugonots about him. 


Adm. A Finger and an Arm ? What all this Noiſe 
About the Shattering of a Limb? Away, 

And in a Cauſe ſo grear, ſo glorious too? 
Nay, let em burn the other to the Shoulder, 
Or let the Badger Queen grind every Bone 
B.twixt her Tecth, and grin to hear 'em crack. 

Cav. Let's inſtantly reiolve to bear him forth. 

Adm. No: with this mangled Fleſh held up to Heav'n, 
This horrid maſh of Blood, and Bone, and Marrow, 
Upon my Knees I beg the Power Divine 
T* eſtabliſh thus the Proteſtant Religion, 

To plant it in the Blood of loſt Coligni. 
If that, alas, may ſatisfy their Fury. 
Cav. Take Heart, Sir; hope one Day for full Revenge. 


Enter Antramont. 


Ant. Tis well, my Lord! 'tis well, my Cato! well! 
You call'd this Paris Utica at firſt, 
The Stars of great Men have a Caſt Divine, 
And when they mould with ſecond Thought, the Spirit, 
The Air, the Life, the golden Vapour's gone, 
Langolran! O Langoiran! 
Ad. Fate, my Martia; 
There ts a Providence that o'er-rules: 
Therefore ſubmit, haſte, for thy Lite, away : 
beg thee fly, my Martia, to Geneva: 
My Tittle ones ſhall with Teligny follow. 5 = OY 
Ant. What, Sir, is't poſlible? 
Is a Plank in this great Veſſel rived? 
Is't neceſſary that a Wrack ſhould follow ? 
Adm. O Antramont, there is no going forth ; 


If the King be not in th' Aſſaſſination, 
C 3 Fear 
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Fear not; I ſhall have Juſtice: If he be, 
Farewel for ever, I'll ne'er ſee thee more. 
Ant. You ſhall, you ſhall: why burſt you not away? 
There are at leaſt ten thouſand, oo Adherents, 
Will clear your Paſſage ro Chaftitlon : 
Why do you drag then, when your Fate cries on? 
Adm. Once more 1 fay, my Fare is in the King; 
Therefore away: If things go right, you come 
To me again; if not, there's one preſerv'd 
T* embalm my Bowels, O my Antramont ; 
I mean my Babes, that thus have Force to thaw me. 
That Power, whoſe moſt unſearchable Decree 
Thus dooms our Parting, give thee ſtrength to bear it: 
To bear my Death; perhaps thou'lt hear it ſhortly : 
Yet thou ſhalt hear nothing unworthy me, 
Nothing that's faint and flagging at the Goal, 
But my laſt Gaſp like my firſt Start of Glory, 
Ant. What, leave thee, Gaſpar, e er I kiſs thy Wound? 
O, let me touch the Batt'ry of his Arm! 
Forgive me; thus far I will be a Roman: 
There's Virtue here, in this moſt ſacred Relick, 
I ſwear I think there is, to ſave a Soul. 
Adm. Be gone I fay; I cannot bear thy Kindneſs : 
Force her away, and bear her to Sr. Germains. 


Ant. I go. Forthee, this Prayer I leave behind me: 


Whene'er thou dy'ſt, the Arms of Angels waft thee 
To thoſe ſmooth Joys that have no gritty Moments. 
For her that brought me to this barbarous End, 

The Whips of Conſcience drive her to Deſpair ; 
Conſcience! .Sh' has none: why then the ſtings of Plea- 
Soresand Diſcaſes, Diſappointments plague her; (ſure, 
May all her Life be-one continu'd Tormenr, 

And that more racking than a Mother's Labour! 

Ja meeting Death, may her leaſt Trouble be 

As great, as now my Parting is with thee! [ Exit. 


Enter Alberto Gondli. 


Alb. My Lord, his Majeſty, the Queen his Mother, 
Approach to mourn your Chance, and give you Juſtice, 
| Ext 
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Enter King, Queen, Anjou, Lorain, 


King. My Lerd, I come to pour the Balm of Tears 
Into your Wound; I come to threaten Death 
To that bold Villain who durſt act this Outrage: 
And by my Soul I ſwear, my Father ſhall 
Have ſuch Revenge, as if a King were kill'd, 
Adm. I thank your Majeſty, and humbly crave 
Your leave, Sir, to retire home to Chaſtillon; 
Where, from theſe tumultuous Pariſians, 
I may, my Lord, recover this Misfortune. 2 
2 ©. M. What, take a Journey, Sir, in this Condition? 
Your Death muſt follow: But alas 1 fear, 
fear the Truth, with Tears I muſt avow it, 
My Lord, you dare not truſt the King and me. 
Adm.. O, do not tax me with the leaſt Suſpicion: 
d? 1 muſt believe the Royal Majeſty ; 
Bur all my fear is for my dear pedocs 
And theſc lov'd Princes, whom the Heav'ns defend. 
King. Therefore my Brother ſtreight ſhall draw the 
Within the City, while for preſent Safety (Guards 
1 order Monfieur Coſen's Company 
To keep your Quarters from all Fear of Tumult. 
me: © Father, Father, do not wound my Soul 
By a Diſtruſt unworthy of us both. 
6 Z. M. Ah, my Lord Admiral, can you imagine 
That we are paſt all Fear, or Hope of Mercy, 
That there's no Conſcience, no regard of Vows, 
lea-M No Grace, no Rev'rence, Fear of Heav'n, nor Hell, 
ure MY Nor common Care of Fame, ev'n in this World? 
King. To Bed, to Bed; let me intreat you reſt. | 
Q. M. Nay, you ſhall go, my Lord, ſupported thus 
Bet Wixt your Boſom Friends: Believe me, Sir, 
-xit WY This is not feign'd; there are not two alive 
That love you more, than thoſe that now ſuſtain you. 
Adm. 1s'c poſſible? Why if it were diſſembled, | 
The very Counterfeit of ſuch a Friendſhip 4 
Were worth a Dying for. Alas, my Lord! | 
© Madam! Why, why muſt this Trouble be? 4 1 
ut 
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But lead me, lead your poor old Admiral, 

Blind with his Tears, and faint with loſs of Blood: 

If I do well again, II thank you, Sir, 

I'll thank you in the Field: O grant it Heav'n, 

That I may end where no Aſſaſſins are, 

And fall a Victim in the glorious War. LExeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Guiſe, Aumale, Elbeuf, Angoleſme, with 
Pariſians. 


Gui. Look you, my Lords, this is the Royal Order, 
The Dukes of Nevers and Monpenſier 
Muſt wait to guard the Perſon of the King, 

With all the Royal Regiment in Arms: 

Haſte, for the Day begins to wear apace. 
An. El. We obey. [ Exennt. 
Gui. Preſident Charton, Prevoſt de Merchand, 

The Head of the Pariſians. 

Prov. Here, my Lord. 

Gui, Provide two thouſand Men compleatly arm'd; 
Let each particular Man on his lefr Arm 
Wear a Shitt-ſleeve, and a white Croſs in's Hat, 

Thar, upon notice given, all may be ready 

To execute his Majeſty's Commands: 

The Eſchevins of every ſeveral Ward 

See in juſt Order and preciſely ſer, 

That upon ringing the Palace-Bell, 

Lights may be put directly on the Inſtant 

In every Window all throughout the Town. | 
Prov. It ſhall be done. [ Exit. 
Gui. My Lord, Grand Prior, 

With what Commanders we can raiſe, be ready 

To take the Admiral's Life. But ſee the Queen! 


Enter Queen - Mother, Cardinal, Anjou. 


O. M. Come, come, my Lords, let's loſe no longer 
The Hugonots proceed not to a Tumult, (time; 
But 
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But only vent their Fury in high Words: 
Therefore away. My Lord of Guiſe, your Father 
Looks from the Clouds, and crics, Revenge, Revenge. 
I think *twere better too, while you kill the Admiral, 
The King's Grand Prevoſt ſhould purſue his Wife. 

Gui. The old gray Sire, the Dam, and litiles Babes, 
I'll take them all together in the Neſt, 
And paſh em till they fpraw!. You and the Cardinal 
Haſte tg the Louvre; when the Gates are ſhut, 
Call the chief Hagonots down, and cut their Throats. 
My Lord, the Duke of Anjou, to your Care 
The King commits the City: So farew*l: 
There wants no more but ringing of the Bell. 

Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE We City. 


Lights in the Windows, The Preſident marches his Men 
over the Stage. The Bell of the Palace rings out. 


Enter Admiral in bis Night-Gown, 


Adm. The Palace-Bell rings out, loud Cries of Murder, 
Guns fir'd, and Groans of dying Men below; 
The King has giv'n his Warrant for my Laſt; 
His Vows, his Oaths, and Altar-Obligations 
Are loſt: the Wax of all thoſe facred Bonds 
Runs at the Queen's Revenge, the Fire that melts em. 
They areno more: The Admiral's no more. 


Enter Cavagnes bleeding. 


Cav. My Lord, God calls us; Death is in the Courts 
Fate, in the ſhape of Guiſe, all over Blood. 
I ſaw your Son-in-Law Teligny die; 
Roura, the Son of Baron de Atrets, 
With Colonel Montaumar, gallant Guerchy, 
Wrapping his Cloak about his Arm, fought on 
Till he was all one Wound, and ſo expir'd : 


But hark, they come! : 
al Au. 
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Aam. Why, let em, let em come; | 
We ſhall e'er long, my Friend, be worth their Envy: 
To die thus for Religion, O Cavagnes, | eſic 
It puts the Soul in everlaſting Tune, 

And ſounds already in the Ears of Angels! 8 
And, O, what Cauſe had ever ſuch Foundation! 

I tell thee that the Root ſhall reach the Center, 
Spread to the Poles, and with her Top touch Heav'n. 
But ſee, they come: Stand fix'd, and look ag Death 
With ſuch Contempt, ſo maſterly an Eye, 

As if he were thy Slave. 


Enter Beſnie, Sartabons, four Soldiers. 


Beſu. See where he ſtands! ha, Slaves, what makehe 
you pauie? (him per: 

1 Sol. Kill him your ſelf, for my part I'll not-roucFe r 
2 Sol, Nor I: For my part I am ſorry for what iÞr | 
F . (done already the 

Adm. Cowards indeed ! thus to be terrified ay 

Ev'n with the ſhadow of the Admiral. 

Beſu. It goes againſt me; yet I muſt obey: 

Sheath all your Daggers in the Traitor's Breaſt. 8 
Adm. Young Man, thou ought'ſt to reverence the 

| (gray Hairs 

But I command thee, do as thou art order'd, due 

Thou'lt cut but little from the Line of Life. (Children 
Beſn. Die then, die both: Now for his Wife anc 

| [S$tabs both, and Exeunt 
Adm, Heard'ſt thou, Cavagnes? ſaid they not m 
(Children 
Cav. I know not what you ſay; the ſtroke of Dear! 
Has ſtunn'd my Senſe of Hearing. 
Adm. Yer let's crawl 

With all our Wounds into each other's Arms, 

And hand in hand go martyr'd thus to Heavin, 
Cav. I am gone, farewel. Die 
Adm. Why doſt thou ſhudder thus, 

And gaſp upon my Boſom? Twas his laſt; 

My Soul ſo likes her Houſe, ſhe's loth to part: 
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But, O what Builder can repair the Ruins? 

he Lights are choak'd, the Windows are dam'd up, 

he main Beams crack, and the Foundation ſinks 

eſides, the lordly Owner warns me forth: 

come, great Maſter of the World and me, 

nd, O! revenge, revenge thy Peoples Blood, 


hundred thouſand Souls for Juſtice call ; 
et not the guiltleſs without Vengeance fall. [Dies 


= 


Enter the Duke of Guiſe and Soldi ers. 


Gui. So, fling him down, dawn with him to the Court, 
xpoſe his Carcaſs to the Peoples Mercy, 
rag him away, and hurl him from the Window : 
e all his Baſtards ſtrangled on the Spot; 
akeEhere's Orders fort. The Hoſtel de Chaſtillon 
ume raz'd for ever; his Poſterity 
buche made incapable of bearing Office, 
at iÞr being Noble; burn his Statue, haſte: 
2adyEhere's a Commiſſion granted for the Deed ; 
ay, kill, as it *twere Sport to ſee em bleed. 
[ Exennt, 


+ SCENA ULTIMA. The Louvre. 
lairs 
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een Mother, Cardinal, Dube of Anjou, Colonel D'O. 


1 9. M. Here Colonel, bring forth your Priſoners, 
nd let me ſee theſe Leaders of the Faction. 


e SCENE draws, ſhowing the Commanders flanding 
with their hands ty'd behind 'em betwixt the Soldiers 
in a rank. The Count de Rochfocault, Marquis de 
Renel, Piles, Pluvialt, Pardillan, and Lavardin. 


, Five the Word, Colonel. 
Die D'o. Fire on em all. | [ Shoot. 


The 


But 


* * n « | > "> . 
_. . hg, WG 
60 The Maſſatre of Paris. 


The SCENE draws, and fhews the Admiral's Body 


Gui. I ſaw the Maſter Villain dragg'd along 
To Execution, by the common People, 
Who from the Shoulders tore the mangled Head, 
Cut off his Hands, and at Mountfaucon hung him, 
Half burning, by one Leg upon the Gallows. . 


Enter King, Princes, and Alberto Gondi. 


King. O Horror! Horror! O thou cruel 37 (4 
O Mother: Brother! and thou murd'ring Prieft! 
Doſt thou not bluſh to fail in Seas of Ruin, 

To hang the Flag of a damn'd Pirate forth, 
Vet call thy bloody Bark the Chriftian Church? 
Or, tell me, Canſt thou lay the Furies here, 
Pale Hugonots that haunt me up and down - 

_ Thro' Chambers, into Cloſets, Beds, and Couches ? 
Or dar'ſt thou ſhield me, when the Admiral's Ghoſt 
Claps ro my Heart the Dagger of my Word? 

. M. Why are you thus? | 
King. The Angel's Words are true, | 
And Charles is near his End. O Mother! Mother! 
Hear my laſt Words, and take my dying Counſel, 
Stop the vaſt Murder that you have begun; 

| For know, all Churches K Decree and Doctrine, 

1 Kings by their Sword and Balance of their Juſtice, 

| All Learning, Chriſtian, Moral, and Profane, | 

Shall by the Virtue of their Mercury Rod 

For ever damn to Hell thoſe curs'd Defigns 

That with Religion's Face to Ruin tend, 
And go by Heav'n to reach the blackeſt End. 
. 5 a Ex. Omnes. 
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